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CHAPTER I. 

It was a happy day at Meadowes Court; — a day 
long looked for, come at last; — the seventeenth 
birthday of the only daughter, : — nay, the only child 
— of the house; who, from her earliest girlhood, had 
been promised that, on entering her eighteenth year, 
she should be emancipated from the trammels of the 
governess, and introduced into society; that is, as far 
as comported with the facihties of a neighbourhood, 
where society, according to fashionable interpretation, 
there was none. 

There was, however, all that Amy Meadowes de- 
sired. She had heard no description, and by indis- 
criminate reading acquired no suspicion of any species 
of social order more brilliant than was presented by 
their obscure parish; and what 'she; tdaiefly- ambStionedj ^ 
in emerging from the school-roojii and getting rid of - 
Miss Honeywood, was to devote h^gdf «€^xalusvs:j5j:^ \ft 
B dear, good mother, who had been pievbuifei ^ij ^^: 

^^ress and Pr^udice, L ' - '^ ' "1 J . ;\. ,, 



2 PROaRESS 

longed ill-health from usurping the functions of the 
unpopular individual, in whose disappearance from 
Meadowes Court, the preceding day, more than half 
poor Amy's present delight originated. 

So long as she could remember. Lady Meadowes 
had been confined to a suite of rooms on the ground- 
floor of her old-fashioned home: so long as she could 
remember, — because the delicacy of constitution, 
which rendered her mother so close a prisoner, dated 
from the hour of her birth. But though a recluse, 
that kind mother was by no means a gloomy one. 
Incapable of physical exertion, she was fully equal 
to the management of their small household; and all 
that could be accomplished by pen and ink, by care- 
ful computation and careful regulation, was done to 
perfect the economy of a moderate fortune, in connex- 
ion with an honourable name and a residence of an- 
cient repute in the county. 

The baronets of England axe in general a wealthy 
race, and predominate ^.mong our landed gentry. Un- 
luckily, Sir Mark Meadowes was an exception. His 
daughter Amy knew only that his income was limited; 
and tl^at hence arose the scantiness of their household, 
and shabbiness of their household gear. Their neigh- 
^ bojLiys, 'l^ad'-'she'teiBiu 3)erniitted to gossip with them, 
' coiled, ^ li(^wevprj l\ave informed her that, on attaining 
hi8^ dtkjoxiiy] ' lie . rent-roll of her father trebled its 
h gfcamt 4iiu>imt. • Aj tliat tim^, "^^ ^^^"^ yqn^«^^ycl i^. 
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vortex of fashionable dissipation, dicing, drinking, and 

squandering, in rivalsliip 'or imitation of Fox, Sheridan, 

and the orgies of Carlton House; so that it was as 

j wonderful as fortunate that even Meadowes Court, and 
»wes I 

, its eight hundred acres, remained for the support of 

,,1 tie family. That they did so, was generally ascribed 
I to the influence of his wife. From the day of their 
, marriage. Sir Mark had become an altered man; con- 
tenting himself with the homely, homestaying, happy 
life of a sporting country squire. 

Many people asserted, on the other hand, that the 
old family mansion would have passed into the hands 
of usurers and Jews with the rest of the property, but 
for a strict entail upon his heirs male. This, how- 
ever, could scarcely be the case. For when, after ten 
long years of expectation, little Amy made her ap- 
pearance, so far from lamenting, as was generally ex- 
pected, their disappointment of a son and heir, the 
parents welcomed their little girl as the greatest of 
blessings. 

Nothing therefore was left for officious neighbours 
but to take it for granted that, though the old baronet- 
cy, failing male issue to Sir Mark, would devolve 
upon a distant cousin, the estates must be heritable in 
the female line. And when it became apparent, from 
the infirm health of Lady Meadowes , t\ia.\. ^iket^ ^^^ 
no likelihood of future olive-branches to exeVxiAfe ^^ 

/Bunsbine dawning upon the little teiresa, ^^T ^^' 
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tually adopted her, as her parents had ione from lovQ 
at first sight, as their pet and darling. 

From the period of her birth , the health of Lady 
Meadowes never rallied. Though cheerful, and at 
.times capable of carriage-exercise, she was chiefly con- 
fined to her sofa; and her husband, lost in her that 
daily companion of his rides and walks, who had 
rendered his first ten years of married life an earthly 
paradise. 

But from the moment Amy was able to manage a 
pony, or adapt her little steps to his own, she had 
been promoted by Sir Mark to the vacant place by 
his side; and soon progressed into just such an active, 
lithe-limbed being, as constant exercise, in all weatherg, 
was likely to create. 

To her mother, meanwhile, the cheerful, bright- 
eyed child was an invaluable companion. The pur- 
suits of Sir Mark, both as a sportsii^ian and farmer, 
were of too engrossing a nature not to leave the in- 
valid frequently alone; and the prattle of the little 
girl served to lighten her solitude, till that serious 
age arrived, when the formation of her da,ughter'8 
character afforded a still more interesting occupation. 
Willingly would Lady Meadowes have monopolized 
the task, and wholly undertaken her education. Bui 
Dr. Burnaby, a neighbouring, physician , whose autho- 
r/tj- at Meadowes Couit was secondary only to its 
master's, pronounced the task loo Xx^iti^ W wx^ ^ 
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delicate; and a competent governess was found, who, 
for ten ensuing years, had experienced some difficulty 
in obtaining as much of her pupiFs time and attention 
as would enable her to do what she considered credit 
to them both. 

It was a hard matter to withdraw little Amy from 
the ailing mother, who wanted to be talked to, and 
read to, and fondled; and still harder, to convince the 
rough outspoken Sir Mark, that a lesson of Ancient 
History signified more than a wholesome gallop on 
the banks of the Severn; and it is questionable, on 
the whole, whether the parents or their child ex- 
perienced most satisfaction, on seeing the carriage re- 
turn empty after conveying Miss Honeywood, for the 
last time, to the neighbouring station. 

They had parted, however, with mutual kindness, 
and mutual respect. The good woman, so large a 
portion of whose life had been devoted to inform the 
mind of the heiress of Meadowes Court , carried away 
with "her the best proof of the gratitude of the family, 
in the shape of an annuity as liberal as comported 
with their moderate means; and there was consequent- 
ly no drawback upon Amy's delightful consciousness 
of liberation. Miss Honeywood was gone to be idle 
and happy, among her relations; and she remained 
* I free and happy — oh! how free, oh! how hai^^y^ — 
^ I mong her own. Her mother never wo\x\3l i^^V^tv?^^ 
/ 4?5Mff; her father would never plead ^am\y ^^^ "^^"^ 
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company in his rides and walks. She should be al- 
ways with one or the other: doubly enjoying her 
sedentary pursuits by her mother's side, — doubly en- 
joying the pleasures of a country-life, under the pro- 
tection of the kind, merry, jovial Sir Mark, 

Any body intent upon her movements might have 
fancied that Amy was viewing for the first time the 
beauties of Meadowes Court, on the sunny morning 
in June we have been describing. While the dew 
was yet on the grass, she had visited every nook 
in the shrubberies; every flowery parterre, glowing 
like an inserted gem amid the rich verdure of the 
western lawn. She had stood gazing, with her arms 
resting on the iron fence, upon the well-wooded pad- 
dock, which a more pretending man than Sir Mark , 
would have dignified with the name of park; admiring i 
the morning light that tinged with silver the glossy 
bolls of the ancient beech-trees , forming not only the 
beautiful avenue, but, in scattered groups, the most 
picturesque ornament of [the domain. The summer 
grass was high; — noisy with insects, fragrant with^ 
clover, and enamelled with the blue blossoms of the 
wild veronica. All was gay, all was sweet; as if to , 
do honour to the auspicious epoch of Amy's birthday. 
It was the seventeenth she had spent upon that 
self-same spot. But of those within her memory, 
which had been so bright as thia? The same flowers. ^ 
must have been in bloom; — \5aa ^^scfe \svi^^ ^Ya.^^|s 
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in the buslies: — the same insects chirping in the 
grass, or hovering in the sunshine: — the same cows 
grouped heavily under the beech-trees: — the same 
pale water -flowers cresting the stagnant old moat. 
But till now, they had been mute and colourless. Till 
now, nothing had knocked at Amy's heart with the 
earnestness which, at that moment, brought a flush to 
her cheek, and a tremour to her lip, as she acknow- 
ledged to herself that she had not a wish unfulfllled 
in the world. 

By the time her parents were astir, and she had 
been embraced and congratulated, she was almost 
tired out by the varying emotions agitating her frame. 
The good-will of the faithful old servants, the noisy 
caresses of her father's favourite dogs, even the im- 
portunities of her pet mare, accustomed to be fed from 
her hand and thrust its nose in search of sugar into, 
her apron-pocket, seemed to demonstrate their sym- 
pathy in the grand event of the day, and when re- 
quired to be grateful for a beautiful pearl necklace — 
a family treasure, bestowed by her father, and a 
charming writing-desk prepared and filled for her by 
the dearest of mothers , Amy had scarcely voice to be 
thankful. After taking part with both in the break- 
fast to which her hives furnished the honey-comb, and 
her dairy contributed the butter and cream, she felt 
as if Time could yield no second birtbday ecyial to 
that which brought such tears of 307 into XScift ^^^'^i ^'v 
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her darling invalid, — such smiles of exultation into 
the joyous face of Sir Mark. 

As the day progressed from dewy mom into burn- 
ing noon, and from burning noon into that gradual 
lengthening of the shadows which enabled the neigh- 
bouring families to afford their tribute of gratulation 
on a family event so long anticipated in their little 
circle, there arrived the clergyman of the parish of 
Eadensford, old Mr. Henderson, with the young 
though widowed daughter who kept house for him; 
and soon afterwards, the pony-chaise and barouche of 
the Tremenheeres and Warnefords, — the only two 
families within visiting distance of Meadowes Court; 
the former containing Admiral Tremenheere and his 
spinster niece; — the latter, Lady Harriet Wameford 
and a batch of grandchildren. Amy had to be kissed 
again and again, and passed from hand to hand like 
a picture-book or a new toy. For the cadeauof^ la- 
vished upon her by these kind friends, she felt per- 
haps less grateful than she ought. The one great gift 
of liberty, — the right of being allowed, hencefor- 
ward, to think and feel for herself, — to think and 
feel as a woman, — superseded all other joys; and 
when she sat down quietly to dinner with her father 
and mother, a^r the departure of their guests, she 
could scarcely believe, the excitement of the day being 
ov^, that she had attained a new ^hase of her exis- 
tence.^ Except that her cheeks ^et^ \svxtdmi^ ^wsi \.^« 
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much talking and her ears confused bj too much 
listening, she was obliged to admit that she felt very 
much as she had done the preceding day. 

Her father, indeed, saw her in a different light; 
and on crowning* his Amy's health, when the servants 
left the room, with a fond embrace, wondered he tad 
never before noticed the exquisite beauty of the 
daughter who seemed suddenly to have started into 
life. Lady Meadowes, on the contrary, though she 
united her pious benediction with that of her husband, 
scarcely seemed to see that Amy was present.. She 
felt it, however, to the innermost core of her heart. 

"Wlien her sofa was rolled nearer the windows 
opening to the lawn, that she might enjoy the/fragrant 
twilight, and the single vivid evening star, whose re- 
flection trembled on the surface of the old moat, she 
gathered up her darling-s hand into her own, and 
thought she had never in her life felt so completely 
happy. 

Amy's birthdays had usually been days of plea- 
santness and peace. But this, oh I this was the sweet- 
est and pleasantest of them all! — 
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CHAPTER n. 

Hat) the neighbourhood of Meadowes Court con- 
tained within its range any people of what is called 
the world, right puzzled would they have been to 
discover in what consisted the new charm which poor 
Amy discovered in her daily life. It could not be 
the privilege of conferring with the old housekeeper, 
and patiently balancing her perplexed accounts. It 
could not be the pleasure of ambling by her fatlter's 
side on her beautiful mare, for that she had enjoyed 
for more than a year past. As to the sensation of 
being what is called "out," so eventful to young 
ladies on the eve of presentation, and the brilliant 
f^tes of which that ceremony constitutes the initiatory 
rite, what could it signify to a girl within reach of 
only a few homely family-dinners; where nothing of 
the male gender ever appeared more attractive than 
the lame curate of a neighbouring parish, or younger 
than Sir Mark Meadowes and Dr. Burnaby. 

But if this absence of recreation or excitement 

rendered it difficult to conceive the rapture of Miss 

Meadowes on finding herself a privileged member of 

society^ it accounted for the perfect satisfaction of her 

parents. They hailed hex as a "Y^omaTi^ ^\^q\x\. 1^^ 
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of losing lier as a child. No Eomeo was at hand, to 
climb their orchard wall, in search of their idolised 
Juliet! Not a regiment quartered within fifty miles 
of Meadowes Court! Not an assize town within ten 
miles' distance. She might as well have been immured 
in a convent, for any danger of a hero to the romance 
of her girlish life. Even the distant cousin, who, on 
the demise of Sir Mark, was to succeed to his ba- 
ronetcy, was a married colonel of Militia, residing in 
a remote county. 

There was, consequently, n6 drawback upon Lady 
Meadowes's satisfaction when the Tremenheeres and, 
the Sector's daughter, Mrs. Burton, remarked, almost 
every time they found her alone, that Amy was daily 
growing prettier and prettier. The happy mother 
knew that all this youthful loveliness was expanding 
only for the delight of her pq-rents. No fear, at pre- 
sent, of losing their pet lamb. 

Lady Harriet Warneford, who resided on a small ' 
estate, divided from that of Meadowes Court by a 
ragged strip of the royal forest of Burdans — a wo- 
man so advanced in life as to have survived her hus- 
band and eldest son, and to be presiding over the 
education of the three orphans of the latter, — could 
not help wondering, at times, at the indifference ex- 
hibited by Lady Meadowes and her husband, to their 
daughter's establishment in life. 1?otc \i^x q^ti ^-^J^^ 
experience of the uncertainty o£ M^ ^vs.^'^^'^XRft., 
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that the death of Amy's parents might leave thi6 
fair young girl alone in a world, where youth and 
beauty so rare as hers demand a double share 6i pro- 
tection. 

She had not yet ventured, however, to broach the 
subject to the invalid. The amiable, uncomplaining 
Lady Meadowes was a person to whom her friends, 
nay, even her acquaintances, were careful to avoid 
risking a moment's pain. As to Sir Mark, you might 
as well have attempted to fling a black crape veil 
over the face of the sun as to pretend to darken his 
* joyous impulses by a serious reflection. While Amy 
herself, whenever Lady Harriet came to pass a day 
with them, was so full of devices to amuse and please 
her little grandchildren, that it was impossible to 
hazard^ a word capable of overclouding her innocent 
heart. 

It was really a happy and sociable neighbour- 
hood; happy and sociable because limited in extent, 
and assimilated in rank and fortune. No dispropor- 
tion, no envy, no jealousy. A country circle of this 
description is now rare to be found in wealthy, fussy, 
railroad-riven England. People go too much to Lon- 
don, too often to the continent, to maintain those 
obsolete district sympathies which, in the days of our 
grandfathers and grandmothers, were fostered by in- 
tercbange of newspapers — leciV^^^ — ^^\X«raak ^^ 
mantuas and tambouring — and. c.\3A>^^^'& ^^ tk^^^% 
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(ind thrift. We are grown more locomotive, more en- 
lightened, more grand, and more selfish. 

Miss Tremenheere, a damsel on the peevish side 
of thirty, and much addicted to moral reflection, some- 
times whispered primly to Mrs. Burton, who, though 
a widow and a mother, was several years her junior, 
that Amy Meadowes's seventeenth birthday had done 
little to endow her with fixity of purpose; and that 
her parents were much to blame for not bringing her 
more decidedly face to face with the stern realities of 
life. But the young widow, to whom that cheerful 
girl was endeared by a thousand acts of kindness to- 
wards herself and her sickly little girl, could see no 
fault in her. So long as Amy fulfilled her duties in 
life with care and love, it mattered little that she 
had always a song upon her lips; or that she ran 
forward to meet her friends, when a better-regulated 
young lady would have advanced with decent de- 
liberation. 

One of Amy's chief in-door pleasures was to read 
to her mother while she worked. Like the gentle 
lady wedded to the Moor, and most women con- 
demned to a sedentary life, Lady Meadowes was 
"delicate with her needle;" and never had it moved 
with half so much alacrity as now that her daughter, 
with her silver voice and intuitive taste, was ever at 
hand to cheer her with the pages oi ^o\£ift i^^QMx\l<2k 
work. Sometimes J indeed, Amy, m\5a. \!tvft ^^^^^^^^^ 



14 PROGBfiSS 

of her age, would pause in the midst of an interesting 
passage; and, laying down the book, interrupt herself 
by comments or questions; — usually suggested by 
the passage before her: — oftener, by her own vague 
and wandering fancies. 

"How strange it seems, Mamma," said she, one 
day, when they had been surrounded for nearly an 
hour with the extensive family -group of one of 
Eichardson^s novels, "that not only am I an only 
child — no brother, no sister to keep me company, — 
but that you and papa should also be in the same 
predicament!" 

Lady Meadowes worked, on in silence. She did 
not appear in the humour for conversation. Perhaps 
ihe inmates of Uncle Selby's cedar parlour engrossed 
her attention more than they had done that of her 
daughter. 

"It would have been so pleasant to have a cousin 
Lucy Selby or two, to come and stay with us here; 
— or at least to supply friends and correspondents. 
Not to fall in love with and marry, however, dear 
Mamma, as poor Lady Harriet Warneford did; — 
who, Mary Tremenheere tells me, led a miserable life 
with her husband." 

"Miss Tremenheere, Afny, is, I fear, a sad gos- 
sip!" 

*'How can she help answenng m^^ mo^<wc^ >?rhftik 
lasi her queationa?'^ 
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"Then never ask them, darling, about things which 
do not concern you." 

Amy blushed at the reproof, and promised. It was 
perhaps in dread of a farther lesson that she resumed 
the chapter of kindred. 

"It always seems such a relief to Lady Harriet 
when her sister. Lady Louisa Eustace, arrives at 
Radensford Manor. They have so many old stories 
to talk about; — so many broken interests to re- 
vive!" 

"They are, I believe, sincerely attached to each 
other," said Lady Meadowes, coldly: — and began to 
busy herself more actively in sorting the floss silks in 
her work-basket. 

"And you, dearest mother — had you never any 



"None, Amy." 

"And your father, you once told me, I re- 
member, was a clergyman, and died when you were 
very young?" 

"Fery young." 

"You lived then, till you married, alone with your 
mother? — And was she as good and tender a one 
as mine?" — 

"My dearest Amy," said Lady Meadowes, with 
an effort which brought a hectic colour into her 
usually pale face, "there are some (\vies6axka -^VsmJcl 
;/ 18 BO psdnfxd to answer, tihat tixey ^qvsXSl t^k^^ 
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be asked. Be. sure that, had I wished to talk to 
you about my family, I should have done so loug 
ago. 

''Forgive me, mother," cried Amy, starting up, so 
that the book she was carelessly holding, fell upon 
the floor, in her haste to seize and kiss Lady 
Meadowes's delicate hand. "I will never speak to 
you about them again. But papa^s: I may talk to 
you of ihem^ without wounding your feelings; for you 
often explained to me, when I was a child, the family 
portraits in the China gallery — " - 

" The youngest among which, my dear child, dates 
from the reign of George the Second." 

"Well, then, mother, — the miniatures in the 
breakfast parlour! Among them^ there a]:e Plymers 
and Cosways-, my grandfather, in his velvet coat and 
gold frogs; and grandmamma, the last Lady Mea- 
dowes, in her fly-cap and powdered hair! But that 
young girl in the corner of the fradie, in a beaver hat, 
with a riding-whip in her hand?" 

"Your father's sister, Gertrude Meadowes." 

"She died unmarried, then, I suppose. Was papa 
much attached to her?** 

"Judge for yourself. You know his affectionate 
disposition." 

"Yet he never mentions her. He was perhaps too 
jnuch affected by her death?" 
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"She is not dead, Amy. She married Lord Daven- 
port, and is still alive/^ 

"Still alive? I have really and truly a right- 
down, living annt? — How delightful!" cried Amy, 
ai if she had chanced upon some wondrous hidden 
treasure. 

"Ton are little likely to benefit by the posses- 
sion. Your father and the Davenports have not 
net for many years. They are not upon speaking 
terms." 

"On what account?" 

"Had your father desired you to be acquainted 
with the circumstances, you would have heard them 
long ere this. Be satisfied, darling, that he, who is 
the best judge of his family affairs, would be hurt and 
seriously displeased if questioned concerning these re- 



"And are you, too, angry with me. Mamma?" 
"Not in the least: — for you have erred inad- 
vertently. Were you to renew the subject, I should 
be vexed, because it would be in direct opposition to 
my wishes." 

Again, Amy fondly kissed her mother's hand; as- 
suring her she had nothing to fear. But the restraint 
thus imposed upon her — restraint how new to Amy, 
— seemed to double the importance of the mystery. 
fielations whom she must never mention in ber fa- 
&er*s presence! Itelations, so neax^ too^ ^Vcrssi ^<8k 

Progress and Pr^itdiQc* L ^ 
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was never to see or recognise! The interdiction w 
too tantalising. For some days after this perplexii 
conversation, she could think only of Lord and La( 
Davenport. 

On one point, she did not think it unlawful 
gratify her curiosity. By referring to a Debret 
Peerage, some ten years old, which graced the libra 
table, she found that "Henry, fourth Baron Dave 
port, residing at Ilford Castle, Westmoreland, and 
New Street, Spring Gardens, had married the on 
daughter of Sir John Meadowes , Bart. , of Meadow 
Court, by whom he had two sons, Hugh and Marci 
some years older than herself; and a daughter, Olivi 
one year younger." — Three cousins! — Here w 
a discovery! — Three cousins, tolerably of her ot 
age! — 

She dared not, however, again appeal to her m 
ther for information. She had noticed that, on t' 
evening of their last discussion. Lady Meadowes w 
unusually feverish and harassed; and for worlds wou 
she not have risked annoying her, a second tim 
Amy was certain of obtaining information by appl; 
ing to Mary Tremenheere, who. fully justified Lac 
Meadowes's accusation that she was "a sad gossip 
nor would even Lady Harriet Wameford have r 
fused to enlighten her on any subject co^cernir 
which she was entitled to be inquisitive. But she he 
no right to seek from otheia in£oima.\)\oTL t^Ixxs»^^ > 
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Uie kindest of mothers; and was even more cautious 
than usual when she found herself seated in the 
roomy chimney-corner of her father's old nurse, the 
wife of the parish sexton, Neighbour Savile (or Sa- 
veall, as he was called by the people of the village), 
an aged crone, who had outlived everything but her 
veneration for the Meadowes family, and her skill in 
curing the huge flitches of bacon which hung blacken- 
ing in her vast chimney. Till now. Amy had been 
untiring in questioning the old woman, concerning 
the births, deaths, and marriages of Meadowes Court; 
and the scrupulous care with which she had evaded 
all mention of a sister appertaining to her nursling — 
I her own dear Sir Mark — sufficed to prove that she 
was cognizant of the family feud. Amy therefore 
restricted her inquiries to Neighbour Savile's rheuma- 
tics, and the old sexton's supply of tobacco: — having 
decided that, henceforward, the pedigree of the House 
of Meadowes must rest in peace! 

The tongue, albeit an unruly member, is, however, 
easier of control than the imagination; and Amy's, 
whose newly-sprouting wings had little scope for exer- 
cise in the matter-of-fact routine of her quiet home, 
could not resist the temptation of hovering over the 
forbidden ground of Ilford Castle. Those three un- 
known cousins were objects of continual surmise. 
OHvia, she was certain, was a slender girl with flaxen 
ringlets — tender, playful, elegant. BLet iia.TSi'^ ^^- 
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noted it. The only Olivia she had ever seen — a ^ 
iegie of Lady Harriet Warneford, — had beaut 
flaxen ringlets and a voice like music: ergo^ Oli 
Davenport must be as fair as an ermine. 

Sach a one she did remember , whom to look at was to love. 

Hugh, the elder son, was doubtless a stern, gr 
young man, qualified to be the representative of 
ancient baronial race. Marcus — ah! Marcus ^ 
the favourite; — named, doubtless, after her fat] 
and in all probability bearing the open countena 
of Sir Mark, as well as possessing his loving h< 
and honourable nature. 

Amy was fully prepared to rush into the armj 
Olivia Davenport, and swear eternal friendship, 
she was almost in hopes it would never be her fort 
to meet her cousin Mark: so persuaded was she \ 
the stars, which preside over the destinies of beau 
in their eighteenth year, foredoomed them to fall c 
perately in love. 

If Sir Mark or Lady Meadowes had been pec 
to trouble their heads about their edition of Debr 
they could not have failed to notice the strange f 
lity with which it spontaneously opened at page 137: 
being the second which treated of the births, n 
riages, and progeniture of English barons. 
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CHAPTER m. 

Thb spot where, next to Meadowes Court, tte pro- 
gress and prospects of Amy were watched with the 
ibndest partiality, was the Eectory. Its venerable 
BMter loved her dearly: — first, because he possessed 
a kindly^affectioned nature; next, because her parents 
liad been friendly neighbours to him for the last thirty 
years; — but more than all, because the child whom 
he had christened, the girl he had prepared £or con- 
firmation, was now a charming young woman, who 
made it one of her chief pleasures in life to lighten 
the cares of his daughter; whose life was saddened by 
solicitude for an only and ever -ailing child. 

For this the grey -haired Eector felt as grateful to 
bis young neighbour, as though she had been his 
mperior in years and faculties. For Mrs. Burton, his 
»nderness was tinctured with a degree of morbid sen- 
ubility and self-reproach. Bachel had been the only 
laughter of his widowed fireside: — unusually lovely, 
anusually gifted, — and he had not only spoiled her, 
but by weak and narrow -sighted indulgence, marred , 
b^ prospects in life. Educated in a showy London 
school, Rachel Henderson had formed c.oiiTifti\Qii% ^b\ssi^ 
djr and brilliant than comported mlik 'W ^QiiSbl!anrCk\ 
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and when eventually installed under tlie humble roof - 
of Radensford Rectory, and her father saw her pining j 
for brighter scenes, instead of endeavouring to instruct 
her in the happy art of home-keeping and home- I 
adorning, he shrank from insisting on his claims to j 
love and obedience. Ere the first stage of girlhood 
was overpast, when a pretendant to her hand pre- 
sented himself, qualified, apparently, to place her in 
the gay worldly position she coveted, he accepted the 
proposals of Captain Burton, and even inconvenienced 
himself to produce a suitable dowry to facilitate the ; 
marriage, solely in the hope to brighten the listless 
countenance which he could scarcely recognise as that 
of his darling and once -cheerful child. 

But in this, the weak father sinned grievously 
against his better judgment. He neglected those 
searching inquiries by means of which every parent 
ought to be enabled to justify his sanction of a daugh- 
ter's choice: and the results were disastrous. The smiles 
he had been so eager to restore to poor Rachel's 
countenance beamed only for a time. Haggard, care- 
worn looks succeeded. The handsome and seemingly 
gallant and honourable young soldier proved to be a 
gambler and a sot; and sad as it was to see his 
daughter reduced to despair by his untimely death, 
after less than three years' wedlock, leaving her the 
maintenance of an infirm infant, Mr. Henderson return- 
ed thanks to Heaven for the death of his son-in-law. 
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Feeling doubly bound to cherish and comfort the poor 
girl whom he had allowed to follow her own imprudent 
inclinations, he adopted at once and for ever the wi- 
dow and orphan. 

Many years had now elapsed since on her return 
from India, where Captain Burton^s death had taken 
place, Mrg. Burton re-established herself at Radens- 
ford Rectory. She was now eight-and-twenty, and her 
daughter nine years of age; and she could consequent- 
ly contemplate^ the dehut of her little favourite. Amy 
Meadowes, with something of a maternal feeling. 

"I can't help thinking with Mary Tremenheere, the 
Meadoweses a little to blame in keeping that dear girl 
so ignorant of the world and its ways," she observed 
to her father, while, walking home with him one even- 
ing at dusk, from Meadowes^Court, they discussed to- 
geth^ the increasing beauty and grace of Sir Mark's 
daughter. 

"But why, my dear? Amy is never likely to see 
much of society. Lady Meadowes's health is far from 
strengthened. Sir Mark grows more and more attached 
to the old place. Nothing in the world, not even to 
see his beloved girl admired and courted, would take 
him to London." 

"I was not thinking of London." 
^"Sir Mark detests watering-places; and the idea of 
carrying his daughter to a marriage -market would re- 
volt his fine old English spirit." 
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^'And with reason. But as you say, Lady Hea- 
dowes^s health is far from improved; and in the eveoi 
of her death, Sir Mark might marry again for the sake 
of an heir to his property. On the other hand, if Sir 
Mark should die, his widow and daughter would be 
left in a sadly unprotected situation." 

"You seem in a great hurry, my dear Rachel, to 
put an end to one or other of your friends," said Mr. 
Henderson, with a smile. "I, on the contrary, am 
inclined to assign a long life to both." 

"May your good wishes prosper," rejoined his 
daughter. "Still, when I see poor Amy so satisfied 
that the best interests of this world lie comprised 
within a circle of five miles round Meadowes Court, 
I cannot help wishing that Miss Honeywoi^d had a 
little enlarged her horizon." 

"Time enough — time enough. Worldly know- 
ledge comes upon us of itself, with every day we 
live: — usually too soon, mostly too abundantly." 

"Not too soon or too abundantly for those who 
are fated to an early struggle with the 'evils of life," 
added Mrs. Burton, in a low voice. Then, fearing 
that her father might interpret her observadons into 
a reproach that she herself had been launched into the 
world in fatal ignorance of its arts and usages , — she 
added abruptly: "Amy^s position is a peculiar one; 
and I really think her old enough to be fore -warned 
of^e sllgbta she may hereafter tav^ \ft uaii^T^Qr 



I 



AND t»S£JUDIC£!. 25 



"Again I say, time enough. She may marry hap- 
piljf and establish a position of her own.'' 

"Marry? — At Meadowes Court? — Dearest fa- 
ther, — there is not a single man on this side the 
countyl" 

"They must come then from the other, and look 
after our Sleeping Beauty in the Wood," persisted the 
kindly old man. "I see how it is, my dear Rachel. 
lou are longing for the sight of orange-blossom and 
wedding favours. Meantime, let us do our best in 
assisting to amuse little Amy: that the pretty bird may 
not beat its wings against the cage which you have 
not patience to see so solitary." 

Mrs. Burton made no answer. She had fallen into 
a fit of mnsing. She ^.nxious for a sight of orange- 
1 Uossoms, when her own bridal wreath had budded 
into such a crown of thorns ! No , no ! all she desired 
was that her young friend should be better prepared 
to wrestle with those cares and ills , with which during 
her brief married life she had found it so difficult to 
contend. 

It was but a few days after this conversation that 
iGss Meadowes, who had driven over to the Rectory 
in her pony-chaise with a provision of grapes for little 
Sophia Burton, was sitting with Sophia's mother in 
ter- school -room, — a small library opening into the 
little square, formal, but highly cultLval^ Ea^i^rj 
garden, — projecting plans of mixte£ dasanX.^ iot ^0^ 
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poor of Eadensford, of whom Mr. Henderson and Sir 
Mark were the chief benefactors. As they talked to- 
gether, or rather as Mrs. Burton reasoned and Amy 
silently acquiesced, the leaves of a sketch-book which 
lay on Mrs. Burton's desk when surprised by her pretty 
visitor, were slowly turned by the latter; sometimes 
with an admiring exclamation, — always with an air 
of interest. 

The book contained a series of views and sketches 
of scenes in the Himalaya; wild, picturesque, and 
shaggy; many of them strikingly vigorous and origi- 
nal. These, by the signature S. B. affixed to them, 
Amy concluded to be the production of the late Cap- 
tain Burton, whose Christian name was Sylvester; and 
carefully abstained from more than passing praise. 
Others, somewhat tamer in execution, bearing the name 
of Sharland, were evidently the water-colour drawings 
of a friend. At last, she came to a bold and ad- 
mirable sketch in sepia, — at the foot of which was 
inscribed, "Hog -hunting at Fallonnah." And this 
clever group, the figures in which appeared to be por- 
traits, was subscribed in quaint Oriental -looking cha- 
racters, evidently traced by the artist's brush rather 
than his pen, — "Marcus." 

"Marcus?" exclaimed Amy, whose fancy had been 
previously captivated by the masterly -execution of the 
jsketch. "Our family name! — How strange! — Whai 
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Marcus, dear Mrs. Burton? — Tell me the surname of 
your Indian Salvator Rosa?" 

Mrs. Burton, wlio from the first had appeared em- 
barrassed and annoyed at seeing her album in the 
hands of Miss Meadowes, replied, almost coldly: "That 
book, dear Amy, is one of the few memorials left of 
my married life. You have never seen it before, be- 
cause I keep it careftilly locked up. For me, it is 
replete with painful associations. I took it out this 
morning, only to ascertain a date which I thought I 
might find annexed to one of the drawings." 

Amy instantly closed the book, and replaced it 
on the table. 

"Forgive my indiscretion," said she. "You should 
have checked me at once. I fancied it was only an 
album, intended, like my own, for general entertainment. 
Still," she continued, after a pause, during which Mrs. 
Burton was occupied in replacing the book in an outer 
case furnished with a Bramah^s lock, "though I would 
not for worlds dwell upon a painftil subject, do satis- 
fy my curiosity as to whether your Marcus has any- 
thing to do with our family? It is such an uncommon 
aame!" 

"Not very uncommon," replied Mrs. Burton, in a 
besitating manner, as if uncertain whether to impart 
:he information required. 

^'TMs clever Marcus, then, — \\i\^ xn^a. oi ^^\sssi&^ 
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who puts us all to shame, — is not^ as I hoped, a 
lation?" 

"Pardon me. The drawings were done by 3 
cousin, Captain Davenport." 

"You know him then, dearest Mrs. Burton, 
can tell me all about him!" said Amy, her face 
ready in a glow of enthusiasm. "How deligh 
What an unexpected pleasure!'^ 

"My dear Amy," replied Mrs. Burton, evide 
embarrassed, "if Lady Meadowes and your father 1 
abstained from talking to you about your coui 
depend on it they have good reasons for their sile 
Ask yourself, my dear child, whether it would bee 
me, distinguished as I have been by their kindr 
to thwart their wishes , for the mere sake of indul^ 
you with a little idle gossip!" 

"Not idle gossip," persisted Amy. "My intc 
in these unknown relatives is an impulse of nat 
affection." 

"An impulse of mere girlish curiosity," persi 
Mrs. Burton, more gravely than was her wont. "! 
you not accidentally discovered their existence, 2 
natural affection would have remained dormant, 
lieve me. Amy, — believe one who has lived 
suffered, — that information obtained by unfair mc 
unfailingly recoils on those who have outraged 
rale of right in obtaining it. Ttft ^toveib telL 
that ^Listeners hiear no goo4 oi ^woa^^^^" ^ 
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wlo Open a letter not intended for their perusal, are 

snre to learn unwelcome tidings; and by pursuing 

your inquiries about Marcus Dayenport, you might 

ascertain something calculated to give you pain: — 

certainly nothing to gratify the natural affection you 

assign as the origin of your questions/^ 

I Amy sat rebuked and silent; too little in the habit 

' of opposition to venture on further rejoinder. But 

she did not feel the less interested concerning her 

mysterious cousins, from having discovered in one of 

them so proficient an artist 

"Well, well! One gets to the bottom of all se- 
crets and mysteries in time," said she, at length, 
rallying her spirits; "and the enigma rarely proves 
worth the time one has lost in puzzling over it. I 
find, dear Mrs. Burton, that papa has even ini- 
tiated you into the greatest of all secrets — the 
history of our forthcoming improvements at Meadowes 
Court." 

"Sir Mark acquainted me yesterday with the rea- 
son of Hurstley's frequent visits of late to Eadensford. 
But I must pause a little. Amy, ere I give the name 
of improvement to the change. Meadowes Court is 
so perfect as a whole, that I cannot bear to think of 
the slightest change." 

"Not when you hear that the physicians declare 
the damp vapours of the moat to \)e mo^\. mym^'OL^ \]c^ 
A person so delicate as poor manmia?^^ 
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"That point of view was never suggested. To 
that argument I bow. But how can it be^ Amy? 
Though the old moat has existed for centuries, one 
never heard it talked of, or saw it written of, as 
unwholesome? I am afraid we are getting a little 
over-fastidious now-a-days about sanitary influences. 
We shall And at last that the whole habitable globe 
has scarcely a spot whose climate is perfectly salu- 
brious." 

"But what would you have my father do? After 
witnessing such protracted sufferings as poor mammals, 
the moment a source of cure or even alleviation is 
suggested, he can only thankfully comply with the 
instructions of her medical attendants. Dr. Burnaby 
declares that half mammals illness arises from the 
miasma generated by the moat; and my father has 
consequently resolved to do what has been done in 
half the ancient mansions in the county — that is, to 
dry it up; fill in the fosse, and surround the house 
with a pretty flower-garden, instead of that horrible 
old nursery for toads and tadpoles." 

Mrs. Burton smiled. In former days, before the 
Meadowes family dreamed of dispensing with this 
appendage to their ancient grange, she had al- 
ways heard the moat described as a running stream, 
wiiA a gravelly bottom, of which a few overgrown 
^ad siaperannuated carp were th^ aoV^ Yc^^\\a.iiX&; 
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"And when are the works to commence?" she in- 
qnired. 

"Next week. Papa signed the contract yesterday. 
It will cost little more than two hundred pounds; and 
by October, the new ground is to be ready for planting 
and sowing." 

"But Lady Meadowes, so sensitive, as she is, will 
never be able to remain in the house, while besieged 
by workmen?" 

"Of course not. Forty or fifty men will be at 
work; and poor dear mamma would never stand the 
disturbance. Fortunately, Lady Harriet is going to 
visit the Eustaces, and has offered us the use of the 
Manor House during her absence." 

"Good news for me, Amy!" replied Mrs. Burton, 
kindly. "When only half a mile apart, we shall have 
no excuse for not meeting daily. And now, come in 
with me to luncheon, or poor Sophia will be wearying 
sadly for her dinner." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Enough for the present of manor-houses and rec- 
tories, — buttercups and daisies: — 

My lonl , tarn from them ; turn we to sunrey 
Where London's smoke obscures the orb of day; 

more particularly in that narrow by -street in the 
parish of St. James — a hive of fashionable bache- ^ 
lors — where Marcus Davenport, the sketcher of 
Hog T hunting at Fallonnah, had, it can scarcely 
be said "set up his rest," — but sheltered his un- 
(juietness. 

There was nothing striking in the exterior of the 
house. The passage was chilled by the usual co- 
vering of half-obliterated oil-cloth, the stairs rendered' 
dreary by the ordinary Persian-patterned carpet worn 
at the protruding edges, common to London lodging- 
houses. But the moment you turned the handle of 
the back room on the second landing, which was 
Captain Davenport^s peculiar domain, a different 
order of things prevailed. A cursory view of the 
room was like glancing over the first page of a 
clever new book. Your attention was riveted in a 
moment. 

Not, indeed, by the splendour of the furniture; 
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"wUch consisted of a couple of incomparable lounging 
duurs, and divans covered with ^bright chintz, fitted 
into the recesses on eitlier side the fireplace. But the 
pale green walls were hung with pictures bj the same 
masterly hand which had supplied the sketches to 
Krs. Burton^s portfolio, and might have intitled a pro- 
fessional artist to the equivocal honours of the R. A.; 
*— while a baized doi^r leadii^ to the ai^oining bed- 
room was masked by a folding screen of tiptted paper, 
adorned with croquis illustrating the works of Goethe, 
Hoffiaaann, and Jean Paul Eichter, original, graphic, 
powerful; and though usually attributed by a stranger 
to the varied talents of several artists of genius, 
the fridt of the same inspiration which had fur- 
nished the walls with their more elaborate specimens 
of art. 

Like many old-fashioned London houses, the room, 
OTerlooking a sooty garden, in which grew nothing 
bat broken crockery and sparrows, was enlarged by a 
bow-window, in the centre of which, sidling on its 
stand, was a tame pink cockatoo, whose parts of 
speech had been far more cultivated than those of 
many of its fashionable fellow-parishioners; while on 
the hearth-rug lay a grey Skye terrier, far gone 
in years, apparently on such terms of amity with 
the rival pet, as to have overcome in its favour the 
instinctive antagonism between fur and ieatiii^t^. 

Wieaevar a foreign iUgaat^ or artist, ^Vw^^ ^^ 
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sanctum of Mark Davenport, lie was sure to notice, 
amid such a prodigality of works of art, the absence 
of trophies of fanciful pipes and armes de luxe, which 
constitute the indispensable garnish of a foreign op- 
partement de garqon. Of such things, Davenport, in 
his green and salad dajs, had been as fond as 
his neighbours. But he had outgrown his taste foi 
objects purporting to be picturesque, but serving 
only to collect the dust; in London, of so noxious a 
quality. 

The adornments of his domicile were of a more 
suggestive order; a few clever statuettes on brackets, 
and one or two antiques collected on his travels. The 
only ornament on his table, besides a simple black 
marble inkstand and shabby old Eussia-leather blot- 
ting book, much the worse for use, were a bra- 
sier for burning juniper berries, and a cracked 
old Flemish glass, containing a sickly sprig of rose- 
mary. 

But the atmosphere of the chamber was pleasant 
and well-regulated. In winter, a wood-fire blazed 
brightly; in sununer, thick green blinds excluded 
the sun. Many a fine gentleman issuing from the 
lofty mansions of May Fair was heard to exclaim, 
on sinking into one of Davenport's easy chairs, — 
"B/ Jove! Mark, you take good care of your- 
self. — This is the most comfortable room in Europe." 
^ What right, however, had he to be comfortable, — 
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ft«f Paria of a younger brother! Cheerless chambers 
one of the Inns of Court would have better fitted 
position than all this Sybarite indulgence. A dif- 
ference in age of less than a year rendered him the 
nibaltem of a brother intitled to be nursed in the lap 
of luzniy, and rejoice in marrow and fatness* But 
barrier was as insurmountable as though a cen- 
toy, in place of eleven months, intervened between 
events which gave an heir to Ilford Castle, and a 
wcond olive-branch to its owner. 

To the parents, the mother being still young, with 
the milk of human kindness yet unsoured by the 
rtoms of life, the two babes, rolling upon the lawn 
in their white tunics, possessed an equal charm. If 
eitlier, the younger was preferred; as more loving, 
and more intelligent. The boys were commended, at 
five years old , to the care of the same nursery gover- 
ness, — at eight, to the birch of the same tutor; — 
and at eleven, were despatched together to Eton, — 
where the precocity of Marcus placed him in the 
npper school, side by side with his brother. Both 
were "Mr. Davenport." There was nothing in the . 
Benior and junior attached to their patronymic suf- 
ficing to denote that one was predestined to feed upon 
4e com, wine, and oil of this world, — the other, 
upon its husks. 

Eugb was reserved and gentle; Marcus ^^tMl ^tA 
9Fer. But both were gentlemanly in xaoA wA 

^* 
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depoortmeat; aad ais klndlj daj^poged towards eaeh 
other, as tbe straggle and uproar of a pdbHc sdiool 
wonld allow them to exhibit. Each had Im bo^om* 
&iend who was the natural .enemy of the other, and 
created feuds between them. But during their boli^ 
days, at Ilford Castle, thdr tempers and pursuits w«re 
as uniform as if they were fauted to live in Arcadia, 
nurtured on the honey of Hymettus. 

Not till the year of Hughes emancipation from 
Eton did it seem to occur to Lord Davenport that the 
future destinies of the two boys would be as dissi- 
milar in quality as gold and lead. His lordship made 
the discovery, perhaps, because the outstanding school- 
boy debts of the younger doubled those of the heir- 
apparent. Perhaps because, tiU within the last six 
months, the fortune of his maiden sister, amounting to 
something above two thousand a-year, had been re- 
garded in the family as the future inheritance of her 
godson, Mark. But Miss Davenport, always orotchety, 
had chosen, at forty -five, to replace her pet mar- 
mozets and Blenheim spaniels by a two-legged 
darling, — a sober widower, blest with a nnmerous 
brood, who speedily superseded her nephew in her 
unsettled affections and unsettled property. It was 
clear, therefore, that poor Marcus would have to pro- 
vide for himself. Half his mother's fortune of tweni^ 
thousand pounds was all he had to depend upon; and 
thai^ only at her decease. 
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Jjordi Dayeii^ort, who from the period' of his mar- 
liagB had heea gradm^lly progres^iig, or shntM we call 
it retrogradiBg, froto: ibe poetry to the prone of life, 
was eoHseqtiently forced to study l^e ftlture interests 
of his progeny. Ten years hefor&, he had been 
proudest of Hugh — - fondest of Mark. Now, per- 
haps, he was fondest of Hugh, who in Ins nonage had 
gh^en him teast anxiety, and proudest of Mark; of 
whose ahiHties, even from the masters who denouncdd 
kon M a scapegrace, he received the highest commen- 
dation. But his lordship was fortunately of too prac- 
tical a nat^e not to perceire the fruitlessness of 
iaknt eomhined with moral shortcoming; and was as 
Mttfe iaeUned to foresee in' his family ;' a William Shake- 
speare, or even a Goldsmith or Sheridan, as if a sha- 
dowy view of the Fl^et Prison loomed in the back- 
ground. He accordingly favoured his younger born, 
previousfy to his departure for the University, with a 
diiactie kctuie^ as dry as sawdust; nearly as ciroum- 
Btsas^l as a Bridgewater Treatise, and not quite so 
spying. Lord Da;renport wamedi his son against 
NewiBtarket and tailors- bill&, much as his own father, 
for^ years before,, had warned himself against infide- 
lity and cluret. Among his interdictions, however, 
Ihere was less said about lounging and* cigars than 
was altogether judicious: — just as a man in fear of 
tifee pla(gu€ would scorn to flee awfiy before the 
measles. 
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In spite/ however, of the omission, Marc 
several terms, did himself the utmost credit. Y 
were predicted of him. He was recognised 
University, as the most brilliant ornament of 
bating club, and booked for the highest honoui 
the return of the two brothers to Ilford Castle 
long vacation, Hugh boasted of Mark to his 
and the friends of his parents, like some fond 
parading his only son. He even implored Lord 
port to retain for his brother the seat in Pai 
which was keeping warm for his less talent 
Nor were the Davenports, who had long percer 
this amiable eldest hope of theirs was as si 
girl, altogether disinclined to listen to the sug 

But alas! 

The third term, came a frost, a chilling frost. 

The hare, lazy and self-confiding, had allows 
to be overtaken by the tortoise. Partly beca- 
tated by this unexpected check, and partly 1 
at twenty. Nature was working her way, 
Davenport now enlisted himself in a joyous 1 
University rebels, beyond all hope from sei 
punishment; and in due time. Lord Davenport 
spectfully apprised of the rustication of 
cond son. 

The worldy-minded father was furious ; thw 
lus projects — galled in "hia a^\i-\oN^, ^^ V^ 
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ged too largely concerning the acquirements of the 
liandsome scapegrace; and his lordship's vanity suffer- 
ed still more keenly than his paternal affections. It 
was only by the prayers and entreaties of Hugh he 
was prevented from dealing so stern a measure of 
wrath upon the delinquent, as the pride of Marcus 
would scarcely ever have forgiven. 

"Send me into the army, if you are so ashamed of 
me that you wish to lose sight of me," was the young 
man's undutiful rejoinder to even a modified explosion 
of his lordship's ire. 

"To idle away your days in the Guards, and get 
deeper and deeper into debt?" 

"The Guards? — for a poor dog with an allow- 
ance of two hundred a-year? No, no! The line — 
a condemned regiment — what you please. There 
are three under orders for India; where the jungle- 
fever, or a Mahratta war may perhaps rid the family 
of such an incumbrance." 

Marcus spoke hardly and bitterly, in spite of the 
choking in his throat; because Lord Davenport's un- 
mitigated harshness had engendered evil feelings in 
return. When his mother addressed him, the same 
evening, in her dressing-room, mingling tears with 
her mild avowals of mortification and regret, he flung 
his arms round her neck, and sobbed like a child. 

His father, meanwhile, profited by tlift biwt tlM:<i>?r\L 
out The seat keeping warm for H.\xg\i^ ^.^ ^<3iJ^ ^& 
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his personal support of Gro>tenii]Miit, 8eear«d ttHentlos 
to his claims at the Horse Guards'. WiiMn a moiaA 
Ihe Honourable Marcus Davenport was gaeette^ t« 
regiknent whose men were abeady eml>arijng at Chai 
ham. And before his mother had leisure to gro^ 
nervous, or his wild Mends to suggest filial insuboi 
dination, his patent-leather equipage had been d& 
played at the door of a Bond Sti?eet outfiitt^\ annoui 
oing his name and d^tination in letters as £stai4 
and tall as the grenadier company of his new c&rp\ 
Few people found fault with the maimer ki whie 
Lord Davenport disposed of his o£fspring. No figh 
ing was just then going on, in that unh^py laa 
which by divine, or some other right, we assmne Ht 
privilege of keeping quiet and healtli^ by copiot 
phlebotomy of either the heart's-blood or the pocket' 
Even if it had, hero-worship and the precedent of tl 
Great Arthur's early soldiership rendered India 
favourite field for incipient field^marshals, -^ and m 
a voice was upraised against ^ departure, savin 
that of his elder brother, to whom he w€U9 almost as 
twin* 

But this. fraternal fondness was placed before L(» 
Davenport, by his friends, as an additional motive fc 
Marcus's expatriation^ So long as the bolder yout 
was at hand to keep him in the shade, poor Hug] 
Aejr gMd, would never overcome the diffidence whic 
i^odered bim ao silent and so coVd. 
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"Hemsie propose, Dieu dispose." Before Madk 
Dsvenpert had spent three months in the land of pa- 
kniqiiinfl^ his regiment was on active service in one of 
ftese periodical wars which, hy an ample libation of 
British blood, propitiate the outraged genius of the 
soS. In expiation of ancient thrones denwEshed, an- 
cient dynasties extirpated, ancient treasuries pillaged, 
sacieBl institufions insulted, many a noble career has 
been col short, many a noble heart laid in the dust, 
in some obscure skirmish in that land of the sun 
whew we have planted the emblem of peace and good- 
wiD towards men, at the point of a scabbardless sword. 
Toung Davenport, fortunate in a brave and able 
eolonel, a» well as in a commander-in-chief whose 
koreb are still verdant, was fortunate also in oppor- 
tonitks. In the course of the two following years, 
hk rapid promotion was justified by honourable men- 
tion in more than one despatch. Twice had his 
mo4her the comfort of a burst of tears in the arms of 
W eld^ son, when, aft^ a severe action, Hugh 
Davenport was able to point out to ' her the name 
ikey loved, not in the list of casualties, but among the 
offices recommended to the notice of the Horse 
Ghurd»; 

Still, the reasons which justified Lord Davenport 
for having latmched' his son m an arduous profession, 
had not ceased to exist Not only wa& tli^ «i.<ic.Q^uvt q{! 
^e jroung lieutenant at his agents coixa\«Q}(Vs ^"^^8^ 
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drawn, but Marcus liad found occasion to sign 
the head of the family through his brother, the : 
sity under which he found himself of anticipatii 
annual allowance. For a time, the kind hearted 
contrived, with the assistance of his father^s bi 
to prevent the bills drawn upon Lord Davenporl 
reaching his hands and provoking his disple 
But his means were limited; and a second cla: 
five hundred pounds, brought down all the thun 
Jupiter Davenport on the heads of both his soue 

Searching inquiries brought to light that th( 
ding hero on whom the lord of Hford Castle w 
ginning to waste a thousand chimeric hopes, ^ 
extravagant profligate. Captain Burton,, the ^ 
of his brother officers, had, it appeared, initiate 
into the fatal mysteries of play: and when, at 1 
at the close of the war which was the means of 
ring for him the company left vacant by the de 
that dangerous friend. Lord Davenport obtainec 
the commander-in-chief leave of absence for his i 
was rather with the view of breaking off the 
connexions he had formed in India, than of indi 
the earnest desire of his wife and elder-bom, 1 
brace the prodigal from whom they had now be 
years estranged. 

On his return to England, bronzed with 1 

matured by time, manly in habits and gentlemai 

^v0r la deportment J even Lox4 "Daveu^oxt^ \] 
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deeplj incensed against him by exaggerated reports 
of his excesses, could scarcely believe that a young 
man so pleasing in his exterior, and so accomplished 
in mind, could be the dare-devil represented by his 
Buperior officers. 

His arrival was the signal for home-happiness and 
&nuly festivity, now becoming rare at Ilford Castle. 
Lord Davenport, mortified alike by the degeneracy of 
Us younger son and the insignificance of the elder, had 
long consoled himself by seeking excitement in pur- 
suits characteristic of his mercenary nature. A theo- 
retical agriculturist, the improvement of his estates oc- 
cupied his whole time, and absorbed all his money; 
till, at last, every hour and guinea seemed wasted 
that was not devoted to the interests of his landed 
property. 

At no time of his life a pleasant companion, his 
lordship was becoming so completely a clod of the 
valley, that Hugh Davenport would have seen as 
little of home as though he too were fighting in the 
Punjaub, but for the sake of the gentler and kinder 
parent so much in need of his society. Not that his 
mother had ever appealed to his sympathy. No amount 
of su£Pering would have wrung out of her heart one 
disrespectful word concerning the husband she had 
sworn to honour and obey. 

Country neighbours and occasional guests at Ilford 
Castle were beard, indeed, to w\iia^^x ^-aX. \ia»^^ 
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Darenport was nearlj as cald aad silent as her Ims- 
band; and scarcely a visitor ever issued from the 
gates, but felt relieyed from disagreeable constraint 
For such casual observers were not Kfcely to ascribe 
the frequent changes of colour of that mild pale faee 
to repressed sensibility; and few surmised Aat the 
woman, whose rank and i^rtune appeared so enviable, 
had been trough lafe a martyr to Duty. When 
scarcely past the age of girlhood, and as yet unlntro- 
duced into society, Gertrude Meadowes had accepted, 
in obedience to parental authority, the hand of a man 
twenty years older than herself, whose object in the 
alliance was to secure a domestic slave and an heilr to 
his estate; and though both expectations were realised, 
he was not of a sufficiently generou* nature to grant 
a single concession in return. 

Her brother — her only brother — having shortly 
after her own marriage taken to himself a wife in 
direct opposition to the will of his surviving mother 
and the opinion of his august brother-in-law. Lord 
Davenport had intimated to Sir Mark Meadowes that, 
neither he nor Lady Meadowes would ever be received 
at Bford Castle, or allowed the smallest intercourse 
with his sister or her children; a threat to which he 
had a&ered with a degree of vindictive obatincfccy, 
such as the inconsistency of modem society rarely 
calls Into pla,j. 
It IB true that circumetaiicea iw?«vxr^^ ^Soskt ^- 
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trangement. They were never accidentally thrown in 
each other's way. The Meadoweses lived in the 
strictest retirement; and but for the yearnings of Lady 
Davenport's tender heart . after her only brother and 
his offspring, they might easily have been forgotten at 
Bford Gastie. 

This nnnatural estrangement, however, threw a 
cloud over her existence, even before the conduct of 
her younger boy afforded her cause for dissatisfaction. 
Yet dearly as she loved her brother Mark, when for- 
bidden to correspond with him, she obeyed. Her whole 
life had been an act of obedience: — an act more 
praiseworthy than pleasant. But the darker moments 
of the domestic struggle were yet to be encountered. 
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CHAPTER V. i 

One half the twelvemonth's leave of absence ac- ' 
corded to Captain Davenport at the end of the cam- 
paign, on the usual plausible plea of ill -health, had 
just expired; when his brother Hugh walked one morn- 
ing into the bachelor domicile already described: — it 
would be incorrect to say, to breakfast — for, as re- 
garded hours, and more especially meal-hours, Marcus 
was as little to be relied upon as if still a campaigner. 
But Mr. Davenport was fortunate in finding him seated 
before his steaming coffee and smoking pillau; and 
their colloquy was all the more sociable for the cover 
instantly laid for the unexpected guest by Captain 
Davenport's incomparable soldier servant. 

Astonishing how much the exercise of the masti- 
catory functions tends to forward despatch of small- 
talk! Hugh, who was fresh from Hford Castle, where 
he had been spending the recess, announced that Marcus 
had grievously offended his father by keeping aloof 
from the family circle. 

"I can't help it! His lordship must fume away 
his wrath," said Captain Davenport, in reply to his 
brother's mild remonstrances. "It \?o\]\^ \i"aN^ V^^^'a. 
S^osB hypocrisy on my part to go. 1. aTCL"Viox^^ wiX 
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o{ all human patience at Hford. 'Tis tlie only spot 
under the canopy of heaven where I am not allowed . 
the free exercise of my understanding. At my last 
visit, I found myself gradually lignifying into just 
such an automaton as my poor dear mother! It is 
horrible — yes, by Heavens, Hugh, it is really hor- 
rible to see the weight of authority by which the go- 
vernor has extinguished her powers of mind/' 

'^I see nothing horrible in the case,'' said Hugh, 
quietly helping himself to more rice. "My mother is 
an excellent wife; and perfectly understands the best 
duties of woman's mission. 

She has her hamoar best when she obeys.*^ 

"Why I VOW to Heaven, my dear Hugh, the Hford 
torpor is extending even to yourself I" cried Marcus. 
"My father, with his soul concentered in his draining- 
tiles and patent manures, is gradually obliterating the 

(intellects of the family. — Accept my sincere con- 
gratulations, Mark Davenport, my friend, for your 
I obstinacy in spending the holidays in town; thanks to 
which, I am not at present conscious of any symptoms 
of the family infirmity." 

(""What infirmity?" inquired the matter-of-fact 
Hugh. 
. "Something akin to the condition of the half- alive 

I prince in the Arabian Tales, one moiety of whose 
I person had been converted into marble by an evil 
I genitis/' 



• " 
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Hugli replied by a modified smile. *^Be assufed, 
my demr fellow," said ke, ^^that «t present, I eaajof 
the fttU use of my limbs." 

**Ay, but not of your feioulties. At Hford, you 
dare not say your soul's yotir own. At least, I can 
answer for myself that, with my father's eye upon me, 
I never feel the lawful proprietor of either soul ^t 
body. I could not, for instance, presume to call for 
a ^ass of pale ale with my chiton, as I am doing 
now because I breakfast at tiffin time. 'His lordship 
would be shocked — no, not shocfked, but indignaat 
at any innovation foreign to his habits: — to say no- 
thing of having no pale ale in his cellar to take the 
shine out of his homebrewed, as heavy as his own 
speeches at the Agricultural meeting." 

Again, Hugh smiled faintly. 

"I wish, my dear Mark," said he, "that there were 
no graver causes of dissension between you and my 
father, than the quality of his ale, or of his oratory." 

"When people want to quarrel," rejoined his bro- 
ther, "they quarrel about straws. And there la al- 
ways a truss at hand to supply disputes between my- 
self and my Anchises. On no subject do we think 
alike! He told me, the last time there was a. flare •« up 
between us, that I was no Davenport — t^at I was a 
Meadowes at heart. I be^v^ \i<^ ^^^ \t <LhkflY ^ 
wound my poor mothex^B fedingB. ^^3iX»n ^iMc2B.^S35wns 
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she only looked the more fondly at me, and seemed 
gratified by the accusation." 

"But what had provoked him to such a remark?" 
"Aha, Mr. Hugh! Jesuit that you are! trying to 
make me prove myself in the wrong. What provoked 
him to it was that, after he had summed up, for the 
ten thousandth time, every guinea I had cost him 
flince I went to Eton — all the debts — all the bills 
he had paid on my unworthy behalf, I, knowing my 
liabilities, and the utter impossibility of ever meeting 
them without selling my commission, gave him a re- 
mote hint of my intention to quit the army." 
"Against which, of course, he remonstrated?" 
"Why of course f Am I not at liberty, at six-and- 
twenty, to choose my own profession?" 
"At liberty^ certainly — " 

"At nineteen, I went to India to please him; 
squandering the best years of my life among cobra de 
eapellas and the tigers of the Bengal jungles and a 
fine regiment," continued Marcus with growing warmth. 
"And having struggled through it all to the best of 
my limbs and abilities, for my own credit and that of 
my family, I am not going to be browbeaten by the 
narrow-minded author of my days because I want to 
pay my debts, like an honest man, by the only means 
ii my power." 

^^Bnt sureljr, as my father gave you ycsva ^otssssssLV 
^o^, be has some right to a voice m t\ie m?iXX.«tT' 

J*rofres8 and Pr^udice, J, \ 
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**Ga,ve me my commmion? Could be do less 
bestow a few bundred poImd^ on tbe maiatei;kai 
(me out of bifl two eons? Why se^d me to Et 
wby send me to tbe IJmvei:«ity — if be intend 
place me in a maf ehing regiment and «iUow me 
half the interest of the ten thousand pounds wbi 
ealls my portion under his viarriage 09ttlemeu 
My portion!" repeated Msffcus, impatiently sbm 
hi? shoulders. "With sueb wwa, be bad bettei 
sent me to the Ilford Q'raa^siajr^SfebQQl ^d artipl 
to an attorney." 

"Marcus, Marcufil" 

"Well — ' becausie I argued the case with h 
its own merits, and when he twitted we with w 
in riot and excesa whi^t be was ple^^ed to ter 
splendid abilities with which Nature has gifte< 
and I respectfully replied that ^o far froin w 
them, I had every encouragement given me t 
friends to obtain a handsome competence a^ a,n 
he exploded into a fit of fren;sy, and called 
Meadowes at heart." 

^^ On which, alas ! you parted in mutu^ dimple 
and have not met since!" 

"And you wonder at it?" 

"My father might have called me a Mciadowe 
times over, and I should have felt only proud < 
nsune once borne by my mother^ one of the im 
cient in EnglajidJ^^ 
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bone — the maimer in which he made the 

were everything. My father used th^ ^ame 
nify o^e of a rf^ce who don't mio-d diafr^cing 

to gratify their foolish fancies." 
^fter your threatewing him to became an ar- 
)Tofe9monal artist - — '* 

e name qf Heaven, why nptl Tou ^1 pre- 
) proud of these J»diau aketchea of mine. 
Dmmand a handsome inopme by tb^ pvaotice 
which immortalises, what ia there more de- 

the oQcupation than in that of the law, for 
as ^st destined? In either case, I sell to 
the works of my brains and handp. A oolour- 
pounce-box — what differwice? jKeceiving 
of a picture is surely n.ot mor^ vile than 
)r fees to an attorney?" 
eh cases, usage is everything." 
e has hem everything. But the world, my 
h, is coming to years of discr^on. Our 

will find their acqount in becQuung pain- 
ptors, authors, civil engineers; instead of 
heir youth soldiering in country towns or 
)lonies, or learning prpfane oitths and foul 
in a cockpit; in order to i^chieve 9> moderate 
Eis generals or admirals, when they have no 
ooth left to eat the brea4 they have earned 

mest of izfl, I'm aft^d, ca.u'fixS^'^i wsasaa^ 
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what will be done by bis grandsons," observed Hugi 
Davenport, gravely. "Precedent is, I admit, neutnt- 
lised by the present ab- normal state of the world; 
but — " 

"There!" interrupted Marcus, triumphantly. "Even 
you admit that society is in a state of transition. Thef 
why not profit by the movement? Depend upon it 
Hugh, if I set up as artist, I will contrive to make nij 
palette and brush respected." 

"Ay, if you only bully the rest of the world af 
you have bullied my father, and are endeavouring tc 
bully 7»6," replied his brother, laughing. 

"Then let us talk reasonably," said Marcus, lowear* 
ing his voice, which had been gradually wound up t€ 
barrack- room pitch, till it provoked his pet cockatcK 
into sympathetic screams of "Marcus, old fellow 
Marcus, Marcus!" 

"With all my heart. I came hither on purpose." 

"As an emissary from my father?" 

"As a brother who loves you better than all youJ 
fiiends and toadies put together," replied Hugh, warmly 
"Marcus, you are not just." 

"Yes, I am, for I am ashamed of myself," cried iih€ 
younger brother, extending his hand. "Wait a moment 
till I am cool again, and we will start fair." 

And having rung for the table to be cleared, and 

dipped bis bands in a finger-glass , Captain Davenpoi^ 

'wbeeled round his arm-chair to^aiift ^*ft ^^wiV^"^ 
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fireside, on which Hugh had abeady taken up his 
position. 

"In one word then, Marcus," resumed his brother, 
"mj mission here is to persuade you to accept a third 
of the allowance of six hundred a -year made me by . 
my father; which, with the two hundred he gives 
70U, will bring our incomes to a level — four hun- 
ted a-piece." 

"For what do you take me, Hugh? " — cried Marcus, 
drawing up to his highest altitude. 

"For a kind brother, if you accede to my proposal. 
Believe me, you will do nothing with my father. He 
hs taken as regards you what the French call a mau- 
vm pli; and so long as you and he are at odds, there 
i» no peace at Ilford." 

"And you consider tluU a sufficient reason for me 
to rob you of your birthright?" 

"With four hundred a -year, I shall have enough, 
and more than enough, for my needs. Were my father 
to allow me the thousand or fifteen hundred per annum 
which you and your friends sometimes say it is his 
iuty to do, I should not know what to do with it. 
I might become a prodigal, or a miser." 

"Neither the one nor the other. — You would re- 
main what you are: — an excellent fellow — consider- 
ing everybody's comfort before your own." 

"You give me more credit than I deserve. I lia.^^ 
Jhf expensive tastes, A better steed than is eom^m^. 
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in my did bay hack, ^^roiild be a fitdsatice tb U 
Half the year I live at free quarters in the old dell 
Spring Gai^dens; the other half, at Dfotd OAstle." 

*^Hugh! you will drfye me mad!" ifiterirtijrted d 
tain Davenport, [Starting np in disgust. "Do y6u ttte 
to stereotype yout life and memoirs in this i6reepi 
style? Do you intend to degeheJrttte Altogeth^ h 
*the weed that rots itself at ease in LeAe'S Miaf 
Am I never to be as proud of the deteStopment of y( 
mind as of the warmth of foia heart? You kAOW, 
well as I do, all you might be; tU we have a right 
expect of you. Yet under the leaden mace of i 
father's authority, I sweat yott ate becoming A to 
acquiescent puppet. Yoti Sit in i3i^ Bouse as like 
log, as you used in the old school ^tooin at HfO 
You consider t)nly yout duty towards Lotd DAt^ttp( 
by whom you were returhed; -**- Hot yoilr -duty towaa 
your neighbour, whose iHtereitiS you h&Ve iSWOtn 
the Grospel to Serve and proteet!** 

"You are somewhat hatd ttpon me, Mark," «i 
Hugh Davenport, takiiig adviAntage of his broth< 
pause for breath. 

"Not harder thaft yoti deserve! Moreover, as j 
have jtrat done a princely thing by me — I 'speak un( 
the safeguard of that gre^t obligation. — ^ I would g: 
worlds — such Worlds as cue has to give -^ that y 
wonld begijd to do yourself JuslStte, und ^ve yours 
to the world hll you have bIm^Wil -y^jnaa^i ^^ •mfc^ 
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that miserable shy&esB of yoitrS) dear Hugh, and above 
aQ, j<mt dread of irritatmg my father and causing him 
to harrass his wife, will wrap round your youth in 
wortUesfl obseurity till, when hereditary rank and for- 
tune devolve upon you, you will have become old, 
Mj selfish and idle; disposed to follow implicitly 
file tnudt of preceding Davenports, < — the line of cart- 
theds and heavy waggons! Consider to what a cal- 
niating machine my father has reduced himself; as 
floddiag a money-maker in his agricultural specula- 
tims as any old grocer in Cheapside; and for the 
love of mercy and of me, beware of going and doing 

B ^Oswise.'' 

"Scarcely likely, with such a Hotspur for a coun- 
filor," pleaded Hugh, with one of his forgiving 
■dleSi '^Meanwhile, be patient, and allow me to ful- 

d i^fl my doties^ public and private, as I understand 
iem: — cheering the life of the dearest of mothers; 
ad tottering m my political leading-strings, till I have 
hamed to walk." 

"When even your old nurse could tell you that 
kidiiig-gtrings have been abolished for the last half 
ttutaiy; and that brats and tyros acquire the use 
rf nature's gifts, by means of their own thumps, 
^Waps^ and tumbles. You have been more than five 
Jttts in Parliament, Hugh. Who besides Dod and 
'4» ihiMuiack is even cogmzajni of the fact*?^^ 

ThonBmds of the townspeople of Ua^'Vixxroav 
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whose interests I have been the means of protecting; 
scores, whose interests I have been the means of ad- 
vancing." 

"ffiUo! Jobbery and corruption, Parson Hugh? — 
I never should have thought it." 

"No jobbery, but a fair exercise of lawful in- 
fluence in favour of worthy objects. As a speaker, 
I am not wanted. My father knew, when he placed 
me in Parliament, my intentions on that head; as 
well as the exact character and bent of my po- 
litical opinions. I have not deviated from them. 
He is satisfied — Rawburne is satisfied — /am 
satisfied. Why seek to disturb our mutual satisfac- 
tion?" 

"Because I can^t bear to see a priceless diamond 
serving onfy as a lantern to light the poor fisher- 
man's cottage — as we used to read in the Arabian 
Nights, before they were spoiled by being made 
specimens of what Byron calls 'the choicest Orienta- 
Hsm.'" 

"Every dunce in the House, my dear Mark, is a 
priceless diamond in the estimation of his nearest re- 
lations; and believe me — " 

But Marcus had no leisure just fhen for the exer- 
cise' of his faith or credulity. The room-door was 
burst open by what at first sight appeared to be a 
gentleman disguised as a Turk in a masquerade cos* 
tpme, who had grossly overdreaBei loi'a i^w\., K -^^"eX* 
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and tunic of an extravagant shawl -pattern, were 
cinctored at the waist with a scarlet cord and tassels, 
oyer long, loose red trowsers, and yellow morocco 
slippers, crowned by a richly embroidered fez; from 
which escaped long auburn locks; intermingled with 
most Saracenic whiskers meeting below the chin of 
the wearer. 

Holding a cherry-stick pipe in one hand, and the 
Times newspaper in the other, this unceremonious 
visitor threw himself on one of the divans near the 
fireplace; and, having tossed out of his eyes the 
dighevelled locks blown into them by the rapidity of 
his ascent in mounting the stairs, he nodded fa- 
miliarly to Hugh Davenport, and saluted the younger 
brother by the name of "old fellow;" a mode of ad- 
dress whose comprehensive tenderness is equivalent 
to the ''mon cher^* of a French elegant , 

Hamilton Drewe, the intruder who, from his domi- 
cile on the first floor, had thus unceremoniously in- 
vaded^his neighbour's territories, would, however, have 
scorned the name of ^^eUgantP Though so extra- 
vagantly accoutred, he flattered himself he had a soul 
above buttons — even though they were of cinque- 
cento fashion or wrought by Froment Meurice. Rich 
in personal gifts, and tolerably clever, this young 
gentleman might have formed a valuable member of 
society, had he not emerged into the London exo^^ ^\> 
sjoojnent when the wiute -cravated BrxuMnsA. ^dioft^. 
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wMdi Bticice^ed to the white^coated Sir Jokn Lade 
sdliool, had just a^bdieated k ta?rmt of th« ^t^c^tric 
man of geuitid, Copied af^t the pttttom <yf Vivian 
Grey. 

Most people are of opinJOd that th^ Honourable 
and !&ight Sononrable a&pirants to the bap^ who, in 
these our times, indite maudlin histories, fltteoid ro- 
mances, or helteivskeker books of travels, — - or who 
favour Mechanics' Instittttes and Provindal Athe- 
nsBums with a view of ^m white gloves, embt^idered 
shifts, and fiddle-faddle philosophy, eithibit a con- 
sidetable Improvement on the coarse men of coaching 
times, or the fine gentlemen of the Regency. Since 
they drink less, they are supposed to think more. 
But as regards the genetal benefit of xaankind, there 
was mere manliness in the rougJber class whieh was 
less afraid of meeting the winds of Heavi^ face to 
face* The dandies fought well at Waterloo, — 
established the sportsmanship of Melton, — ^ and have 
budded the old crab-stoek ef John Bull with :frtdt of 
excellent flavour. It temains to be seen wiiether the 
self-seeking, over-conscious, over-taiight, and over- 
teaChiag generation we have baptised in the waters 
of Helicon, and nurtiared upon the £ruit of (^ Tree 
of Knowledge, will n<)t abort into peevish old prigs, 
incapable of estpanding into the lofty sentiments and 
gesaetwiB Atfeciiofeis of midcUe i^e^, ^-^ maundering 
awwf^ tbeir days at Sdeiitifto lAfi^^^ ^xi^l \fiX»t«rj 
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Assoeiations, where they mre courted, fot the valtie of 
^dr ''nsaxi^ iii the biliB,'' into a belief that thej 
nnderstlmd What is going ob; isustead of devoting theit 
time to the tnultifaiiotiB deities apportioned to their 
dtatioH in life. 

Katiiilton Drew^^ wftii cme of the best specimeAB of 
the claBS: foi^ he was thoroughly in earnest. iBarly 
an oTphati, and botn to the enjoyment of an estate of 
nearly five tiioiisand a-year in the sttirdy county of 
Northumberland, his guardianship had been unluckily 
consigned to tib« hands of a distant relative, an old 
bachelor, wedded by a tnotganatic marriage to the 
whole Nine Muses at once; who looked upon iiterury 
renown as ^ highest attainable distinction. Instead 
of bringing up his ward to be a useful man in his 
generation, qualified to teconcentrate a property in- 
jured by neglect and a long minoiity, Wroughton 
Drewe, Esq., F.KS*, F*A.S., F. L. S. and all the 
rest of it — had taught him to despise provincial life; 
to denonnoe country gentlemen as clods of the valley; 
and to pre^ public scholarship and an assumed 
sympatiiy in the opening of barrows and collecting of 
scttrabs^, to the legislation of ids county, or his 
country, and the ^^better regulation'' of himself and 
kis etttatee. 

Instead of sending his young relative to one of 
our public i^choolB, Mr, Brewe {and^d. \i<& ^^^iS^ ^^^so^^^ 
J^Uet for his inteUeeta and motala^ \i7 ^\a^Tk%\flas^ 
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under the caxe of a forty-donkey-power pedagogue of 
a private tutor. At sixteen, lie was removed from the 
narrow village circle to which he had been an object 
of adulation, to a German university, to be rendered 
muzzy with Hegelian philosophy, beer, tobacco, and 
SBsthetics: nor was it wonderful that, at twenty, he 
should return to the hands of his cousin Wroughton, 
with a smattering of universal knowledge, and in his 
portmanteau a thin quarto of fugitive poetry, original, 
and translated. 

Now Drewe the elder was a man of Blooms- 
bury; — in his youth a working placeman, but long 
since retired on a pension and a moderate compe- 
tence; to find recreation in remodelling his education 
by the lectures of the Eoyal Institution, and the 
sittings of the Horticultural, Linnaean, Zoological, 
Philological, Ethnological, Medico-botanical, Entomo- 
logical, and Heaven knows how many more learned 
societies; where he fancied himself as much instructed, 
as men really instructed find themselves amused. At 
all events, he acquired the cant of scientific know- 
ledge; as the connoisseurs of the last century, so ably 
described by Goldsmith and Sterne, acquired the 
jargon of criticism. A few dinners, in the course of 
the season, to the sapient professors rejoicing in the 
appendix to their names of all the letters of the al- 
phahet conjom^^ with that of F, obtained for him a 
^vputation of JfecaBnas-ship. And iko\x^ \i^ >nw3X3l 
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have been puzzled to classify the groundsel springing 
within the rusty palisades of Bloomsbmy Square, or 
the aphides sulkily fattening thereon, he passed, from 
.Museum Street to the London University, as an em- 
bodied Cosmos. Kusty-coated literati inclined their 
heads reverentially when they heard mention of the 
name of Mr. Wroughton Drewe. 

By way of introducing his rich and accomplished 
. admirable Crichton of a ward to the beau monde^ he 
put up his name at the Alfred, and one or two equally 
somniferous clubs, and proposed him as a member 
of several learned societies; and great was his morti- 
fication when, some months afterwards, the erratic 
genius suddenly started for the East, in a fit of dis- 
gust at the severe castigation inflicted by the critics 
upon his maiden volume. The ex-guardian consoled 
himself, as best he might, by the conviction that he 
would return fromi the Cataracts of Upper Egypt, 
k la Byron, exalted in importance by an Oriental 
beard, and a forthcoming canto of a new Childe 
Harold. 

Nothing of the kind. The young gentleman 
brought only a few shawls, tobacco pouches, and pa- 
pooshes; with his dragoman's and courier's accounts, 
to be audited, and a constitution considerably en- 
feebled by the debilitating fever of the Levant 

He had, however, establisbed m \Jckfe yoXstossl %. 
epeciea of reputation. He had been cetWeSi \w\^X^«c^ 
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journals '41iat enterprising traveller, Mr. Haisilton 
Drewe" -^ nay, in a journal seldom read except by 
the victims of its sangninary articles, that ^'pro^iising 
scholar,^* that ^'distinguished and rising poet;'" and 
he became consequently still more enamoured of Hm- 
self than when simply patted on the back by Blooma- 
bury Square, 

The promising scholar and distingmshed poet con- 
sidered it due to his reputation to give literary bi?e«k- 
fasts, and literaiy dinners; sedulously fireqiuBnibed by 
certain pseudo scholars and self-styled men of letti^rs; 
vho fooled him to the top of his bent -^ called him 
Byron -^ Lamartine -rr- Eothen tt^ drank his claret, 
drew on his hanker, and when his back was turned, 
laughed him to scorn. In Hunt and Roskell's bill, 
there appeared to his debit an item of m silver-gilt 
standishes. •— Six! — r- Could the ink consumed in 
inditing '* Blossoms of the Soul," have demwded 
£he use of six standishes? No I but the 9B)aU re- 
viewers did '^— who had wrapped up that delicate 
and well -puffed effusion in the cotton of their be- 
spoken praise. 

The youth&l bajrd, or as the Snighte of the 

Standish styled him, the youthful darling of the 

Muses, had not thought it necessary to re-explore, on 

his return to Christendom, the *' wilds of Bloomsbury." 

Having deapatehed to his ex-gDL^dlsjv his tributary 

o£^pmig of papyruBy and a M.8. oi tv^ ^^x^^kaa^i^x 



ANP PBEJUDIGE. 63 

it8 lYttgkt ip. sold, at one or other of the Levantine 
numaa^mft ^wliicb Hr. Cnrzon's interesting work had 
hcGQght into notice, he issned strict orders to the 
Giiwuno whom Byron^s example had erected into his 
Groom of ih9 Chambers, never to admit into them 
a bald-headed, hook-npsed elderly gentleman, bearing 
his own. name and the physiognomy of a vultnre 



/ 



In exchange for what he renounced in this erudite 
privy councillor, the incipient Byron devoted to the 
pursuit of literary distinction under difficulties, had 
acquired only the friendship of Marcus Davenport. 
And to a man like Drewe, it was invaluable. Marcus 
was an unsparing hater of humbug; — a sworn enemy 
to impostors. He would not have toadied a king for 
las throne: far less a reviewer for his praise. Least of 
ail, any of the six bestandished editors, unheard of in 
the world of letters save by hapless authors of volumes 
of Occasional Poems. 

Dr. Johnson could not have spoken with more 
brutal plainness than Davenport to his aspiring neigh* 
bour of the first floor, — 

That best natar*d man with the worst naturM Hase, — 

▼hen advising him to abjure foolscap and wirewove, 
and go home and cultivate his estates. 

"At Ouh HaU,^^ said he, "you may becoTaa «ii^^^- 
4il man in jrour generation-, marry a twoii'^^^ 
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daughter, and improve the race of swedes , sheep 
Drewes. As a poet, take my word for it, you '11 
rise to the level of Day and Martin's, or the a 
of Human Life. Far better crown yourself w 
wreath of turnip-tops, my dear fellow, than with 
miserable laurels." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

But it is almost time to return into Gloucester- 
shire; where incidents of unusual interest were dis- 
turbing the even tenor of the ways of Meadowes 
Court. 

In Amy Meadowes^s monotonous life it was an 
event to migrate from home even to the distance of a 
couple of miles. Sir Mark was to remain on the spot, 
as overseer of the works. But the transfer of the in- 
valid to her new domicile was not effected without 
some anxiety both to her husband and child. 

To their great surprise, Lady Harriet was stand- 
ing under the porch of Radensford Manor to receive 
her guests. 

"Yes! It is even so," said she, offering her arm 
to assist Lady Meadowes into the drawing-room, where 
a cozy sofa drawn near the fire, awaited her. "After 
all my fine professions of making you lady-para- 
mount here, dear Lady Meadowes, I must claim your 
hospitality. I am prevented going to my sister Louisa 
by illness in her house. So far from receiving me, 
she has sent me her son William, to be out of the 
waf of the fever which is raging arouTidL ^"eoi. "^^^ 
alie wished me, however ^ to keep tlie exi^«^^'^'ECL«o^.^ \ 

^offreis and Prqf'ttdice, /, b 
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should not Have thought of taking the poor boys into 
the danger of infection." ? 

"But under all these circumstances, we shall pe^ 
haps be in your way?" said her visitor. "The car- 
riage is not yet unpacked. Nothing would be easier 
than to return, and postpone our undertaking for a 
time." 

"Nothing would be more difficult, if you intend to 
complete it before the frosty weather sets in. . And 
why, my dear friend? Surely you know enough oi 
this rambling old house to admit that it contains three 
or four spare bed-rooms; — and that nothing conU 
delight me half so much as to have them occupied b; 
you and yours." 

"Then we are all happy, and the thing is settled,' 
interrupted Amy. "Our visit to Radensford will b( 
far pleasanter than we had a right to expect" 

Then, recollecting that Lady Harrietts nephev 
William Eustace, who had occasionally visited th< 
Manor House as long as she could remember, wai 
now a young man of four-and-twenty, a Member o 
Parliament, and a star in the fashionable world, i 
suddenly occurred to her that she had said too much 
and, blushing and confused, she made matters won 
by endeavouring to modify her frank declaration. 

She could have withdrawn her compliment in ti 

eincentjr on the morrow. After an evening spent ii 

disjointej^jjl^ in Lady Haniel^a o\^-ia.'^<c^Ti»i ^cek 
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^-room, Amj felt that the Mr. Eustace, who was no 
Qger called William in the family, was anything but 
L acquisition. He was either dull, or supercilious, 
le wasted some time in endeavouring to find out 
kick. For though silent and unsympathetic, he was 
good-looking and too well-bred to be an object of 
idi£Ference. The result of her cogitations was, that 

was a pity so handsome a young man should be so 
loroughly disagreeable. But Amy's cheerful temper 
as not long influenced by the dryness of their unex- 
eeted inmate. She proceeded to amuse the little boys 
h^ they were released from the school-room, and to 
rrange Lady Meadowes's work-table and sofa, exactly 
8 if he had not been present. 

To do him justice, he intruded as little as possible 
ito the fsunily circle. Off at early morning with the 
eepers to shoot over the wide-lying farms of the 
[anor, he was never visible till dinner; to the hilarity 
r which, he contributed about as much as the statue 
P the commandant would have done to the supper of 
^on Juan. Even at the tea-table, with the honours 
r which Amy was entrusted, while her mother and 
ady Harriet crooned together over their household 
kterests and parish gossip, instead of making the 
liallest effort to entertain the fair young guest of the 
ouse, he retreated to a distant sofa with a reading 
imp and a pamphlet ^ . ^ 

Marvellous, indeed, would it have ap^^ax^^ S^ 
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Amy, had any one informed lier that this silent 
gentleman passed for a Phoenix in his own c< 
and was classed, even in London, among the "s 
wit and pleasure about town." His abilities, m 
tionably above par, had been polished by what 
Britain calls a first-rate education, viz., a public 
and the university, — r- on learning which, Am 
disposed to attribute his dulness to an overwei 
classics and mathematics. 

She judged him wrongfully. Young Eustac 
no pedant. His present moroseness arose from 
tain lecture by which his aunt had signified, ( 
arrival, that she considered his heart in consid 
danger from the attractions of a simple country 
— his heart — for which Clarissa Harlowe, in i 
glory of her beauty and heiress-ship , would ha\ 
as little attraction as her dairy-maid! Even : 
midst of her flurries and fusses at the comp 
change of her plans, Lady Harriet had found ti 
exact from her nephew that he would not endc 
to turn the head of the rustic beauty under he 
by unmeaning attentions; which after all woulc 
sibly end in his own entanglement. 

"Fear nothing, my dear aunt," was his sc 
reply. **I promise you that your partridges and 
Bants are the only victims likely to signalise n 
joarn at Radenstord.'^ 

''That 's well, — that's iig\it, — ^%.V^ 
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^ranted to hear/' said she, accepting at once his self- 
M>nfident assertion. '^For I am too well acquainted 
»nth my sister Louisa's principles, to hope for for- 
^yeness if I allowed you to form an attachment to 
kmy Meadowes." 

"To the daughter of an old baronet? Why what 
am I myself but a baronet's son?" 

"No matter. Louisa and I understand each other. 
I know her views for you; and shall certainly do no- 
thing to thwart them." 

Mr. Eustace was too proud to pursue the inquiry. 
(Neither his mother nor his aunt were people to be 
forced into frankness. Creations of the point-ruflSes 
and hoop-petticoat school of education, in which filial 
duty was synonymous with passive obedience, having 
practised it towards their own parents, they now ex- 
acted it of their offspring. Both were well-intending, 
conscientious women; but unyielding as iron in the 
execution of the duties into which they had been 
trammelled. Born of an exemplary family and reared 
in a circle above and beyond the reach of vulgar 
temptations, they had no charity for the frailties of 
their less fortunate fellow-creatures. Like the potter's 
clay, they had hardened in the sunshine of life: had 
suffered no persecution — had learned no mercy. 
They expected the business of the stirring struggling 
world to be transacted with the prai8ewoTl\iy ^\m^\.\x»r 
'^ of their own narrow households*, and \k^ %raslSi»eX. 
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default in moraKtj was visited with anathema and ex-* ^ 
communication; not only as regarded the tables of 
divine law, hut in all those petty enactments of con-- 
ventional life summed up by common -place people 
into "public opinion." 

Lady Harriet, indeed, was a trifle less severe than 
her sister; for the deaths of a beloved son and 
daughter-in-law in the prime of life had in some de- 
gree mollified the sternness of her heart. Till those 
melancholy events, though compelled by her late hus- 
band, Colonel Warneford, to maintain terms of civility 
with their neighbours at Meadowes Court, she ha J 
treated Lady Meadowes with the coldest reserve. But 
from the period of her great loss, when the kindly 
sympathy and Christian condolence of the gentle in- 
valid were so unsparingly yielded, she had renomiced 
in Lady Meadowes's favour her favourite phrase of 
"remembering what was due to herself and to public 
opinion." 

But though thus humanely oblivious, — though 
she condescended to admit to her ^endship a fault- 
less, blameless woman, — she understood too well the 
prejudices of Sir Henry and Lady Louisa Eustace to 
suppose they would tolerate a marriage between their 
only son and the daughter of a promoted governess. 
If even Lord and Lady Davenport had judged it due 
to their dignity to break off all connexion with Sir 
Mark' MeadowefK in consequence oi \aa ixi^aTvaj^^^'^ 
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▼as not likely that people Vho so punctiliously sub- 
mitted to the law of public opinion as tbe Eustaces, 
sbould be more lenient. 

As migbt be expected, Lady Harriet's officiousness 
and superfluous prohibitions secured the usual results. 
Amy, who would have been mystified and probably 
disgusted by Mr. Eustace's habitual style of London 
trifling and flirtation, was piqued by his incivility. 
While on the other hand, the self-sufficient Club- 
lounger, who would have resented the corvee of ma- 
king the agreeable to a country Miss, bega^ lo fancy 
that the fruit must be indeed golden, when so drago- 
nised by his dictatorial aunt. He was startled to find 
his apparent incivility fail to humiliate as it ought the 
untutored country girl; nor could he help continually 
speculating upon the influence of his conduct on her 
countenance and manner. He was always watching 
her. Even when beating a covert at three miles' dis- 
tance from the Manor House, he found himself wonder- 
ing what Amy was doing by the fireside; and how 
she managed to get through the morning amidst skeins 
of silk and balls of worsted, enlivened only by such 
wearisome companionship as that of his perpendicular 
kinswoman. 

One day, it suddenly crossed his mind that some 
trick or artifice was concealed under the sage counsels 
of Lady Harriet. Conscious how deeply he was 
touched bjr the smgulax loveliness ani noi-oete jqS. ksss:^ 
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Meadowes, it occurred t(f him that this might be the 
end Lady Harriet had intended to accomplish. The 
visit of the Meadoweses to Radensford might have 
been pre-arranged. He, he^ the sapient and fashion- 
able William Eustace, Esq., M. P., was perhaps the 
dupe of a confederation of rustics , — a fox caught in 
a mole trap! 

When this surmise presented itself first to his 
mind, in the course of one of his snipe-shooting ex- 
cursions in the forest of Burdans , he happened to be 
almost Wjthin view of poor Amy's venerable birthplace; 
and, as if pricked by a spur, he suddenly started off 
in the direction of Meadowes Court. In his whelp- 
hood, he had been a first favourite with the sonless 
old baronet. He would go and ask him for some 
breakfast, « and ascertain whether there were really 
works and workmen in the case, to account for the 
dispersion of the family. 

Long before he reached the grey walls of the an- 
cient Stamm-Haus^ the question was answered. ThiB 
road was cut up, and unsightly with ruts. Muddy 
planks were lying about; — a fishy, foetid odour per- 
vaded the atmosphere. Dirty-looking labourers were 
driving barrows, or wielding shovels; and in coasting 
the mansion in order to reach the entrance-bridge, Mr. 
Eustace obtained an enlivening glimpse of a muddy 
£oBBe, whose filthy surface partially clothed with 
coarse Jierbage, decayed weeds, gai^m^ \^xxfe ^qO^^- 
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ihellB and broken crockery, was quite as vexations to 
ihe eye as its emanations were unsatisfactory to the 



The young sportsman began to feel that he might 
as well have pursued his sport in the forest. It was 
however too late to think of retreat. Sir Mark who, 
in his old green cutaway and well-worn flat straw hat, 
was inspecting the unloading of the earth-carts, a few 
of which had discharged their burden at the further 
extremity of the moat, was already hurrying forward 
to meet his visitor, shading his eyes from the niorning 
sun to assist his scrutiny. Eustace was forced to ad- 
vance*, with far less alacrity however, than the pointers, 
who seemed to perceive that they had reached a land 
)f plenty — whether as regarded its kennel or its 
50 verts. 

"Why 't is, — yet no, it can't be, — little Willy 
Eustace — that is, young Mr. Eustace!" cried the 
rank old baronet, seizing the hand which his visitor 
ihyly extended towards him. "Well, God bless me, 
bis is a surprise! We haven't met — let me see, 
twas when I was serving as High Sheriff — not these 
jix years — eh? And heartily glad I am to see you 
igain," he continued, giving a rough shake to the 
liand he had grasped so firmly during the progress of 
bis reminiscences. "I'm only sorry that Lady Mea- 
dowes and my daughter should be absent^ to make an 
>ld man'B welcome Jess acceptable. 1&\x\.^ «j?^ ^qvj^ ^^^n 
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tlie works going on here are of a nature to drive ^em 
away." 

Mr. Eustace could almost have fancied that the 
motives of his visit were discovered. 

"But now I think on't," resumed Sir Mark^ inter- 
rupting his train of reflections, "you must be staying 
with Lady Harriet? You are perhaps in the house 
with them at Kadensford?" 

"I left the Manor, Sir, only a couple of hours ago; 
and have the pleasure of assuring you that, when we 
parted last night. Lady Meadowes and your daughter 
were in excellent health and spirits." 

"That's right — that's well! And what's again 
right and well, your news will spare me a trot to 
the Manor this afternoon, for which I could ill spare 
time; — r though, to do the old shooting -pony justice, 
she carries me to the village in less than a quarter of 
an hour." 

"No visit of inspection, I can assure you, is at all 
necessary," rejoined Mr. Eustace, cheerfully. "I am 
here to answer every question you may be inclined 
to ask." 

" Then let 'em be asked and answered over the 
breakfast -table," said Sir Mark, cordially. "The bell 
rang five minutes ago — just as I spied you. But a 
fresh supply of steaks and hot cakes will soon set mat- 
iiers to rights. Here you! John — Dick — Manesty 1 — 
Take Mr, Eustaces dogs round to \5a.«k t^t^Js^^-^^V^ 
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unless," he continued, with a sly smile, "petticoat- 
government heing in interregnum here just now, you 
like to have the pocMT fellows with you in the break- 
fast-parlour?" 

The dogs being Lady Harriet's and not his own, 
Mr. Eustace perferred seeing them consigned to their 
proper place; — and having given up Jris gun to one 
of the keepers, he followed Sir Mark into the cheerful 
breakfast-room, liberally supplied with cold turkeypoult 
and home-smoked ham, pressed beef and mealy potatoes, 
hot bread, marmalade, and a smoking broil; — all that 
maketh glad the heart of sportsman, and put to the 
blush the meagre, dowager fare of Eadensford Manor. 

Before Sir Mark had despatched his first bowl of 
tea, he acquainted his visitor with all he had to tell con- 
cerning the nature and motive of his improvements; 
adding a declaration that, had he known how lone- 
some he should feel in this first separation from his 
womankind, he would have seen the moat further, be- 
fore he thought of filling it up. Then came the avowal 
that the thought of filling it would never have occurred 
to him, but for the influence it was supposed to exer- 
cise over the health of the best and dearest of wives. 

"You're not old enough," added Sir Mark, "to 

understand that sort of thing at present. It takes years 

and years, Mr. Eustace, to ripen one's boyish notions 

of sentimental love into the right-down manly feeling 

that binds a, man to the wife oi hift c\iQ\^^^ wA "^^ 
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fireside gladdened by theif children. But when tie 
time comes, Sir, for you to make the discovery, mind 
my words, 'twill be the best -spent and happiest day 
of your life." 

The young- snipe -shooter, who for 'twenty minutes 
past had been getting smaller and smaller in his shoes, 
overpowered by the hearty spirit of his host, his liberal 
sentiments and liberal housekeeping, enhanced by the 
fine old plate, china and pictures, which implied small 
need to descend to stratagem to secure a partner for 
the daughter and heiress of the house, gave a timid 
assent. At length, having breakfasted as became one 
of the old baronets whose bronzed faces smiled upon 
him from the walls of the breakfast- parlour, rather 
than as befitted a fastidious young Pelham of St. James's 
Street, he took pity on the evident desire of his host 
to return to his workmen, and rose to depart: or per- 
haps took pity on himself, — to whom Sir Mark, 
cheered by a copious succession of the "cups that 
cheer but not inebriate," insisted on showing and ex- 
plaining the system of the forcing -pumps, by which 
the still moist moat had been partially desiccated. 

"Unless I am back by twelve o'clock," he said, in 
apology for his hasty departure, "Lady Harriet, who 
is not aware of my intended visit, will be anxious 
and fidgety." 

"Ay, that's the worst of my dear kind old neigh- 
bonr, — A sad Sdgetj — a sad fiidg^tV^ cnft^^\i^%j^. 
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'1 can^t understand for my part, how she ever came 
to admit you under her roof, coming, as you say you 
do, from a district where fever is raging. Why, bless 
your soull Lady Harriet would run away from the 
nettle rash, if old Barnaby took it into his head to 
make her believe it was infectious." 

' Mr. Eustace endeavoured to make Vdn understand 
that his visit to Radensford Manor was thoroughly in- 
dependent of the will and choice of his aunt But 
Sir Mark was too much pre- engrossed to listen. His 
thoughts were divided between the waggons of earth 
he saw slowly approaching over the turf; — and the 
assurances to be conveyed^ to his wife and daughter, 
that (please God, and Lady Harriet permitting), he 
would meet his daughter in the family pew the fol- 
lowing Sunday, and "take his Sunday beef and pud- 
den, afterwards, at the Manor." Sir Mark proposed 
the plan as frankly as he would have wished such a 
scheme to be proposed to himself. — The old fellow's 
heart was as open as his hand. — He could under- 
Jtand no motive for demur in matters of hospitality. 

By the time Eustace had traversed half a mile of 
he jolly old baronet's property, on his way back to 
he narrow estate and penurious habits of the Wame- 
brds, he felt lowered in his own estimation. Absurd, 
suppose that the proprietors of such a house as 
kfeadowes Court could descend to paltry ^lottlu^ in 
ahslf of their daughter \ even were ft\i^ «>i VSaaM^^sA 
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times less charming than the pretty Amy whom he had 
been intent on keeping at a distance. A« he glanced 
at the autumnal rose which Sir Mark had snatched 
from the porch, and charged him to convey to his wife, 
with his best love and blessing, and which alas, was al- 
ready fading in the button -hole of his shooting -jacket, 
he began to 14 aware that, though a very fine gentle- 
man in Rotten Row, he was but a poor creature now 
that his varnished boot was exchanged for a shooting- 
shoe; and its sole planted on honest wholesome turf, 
a hundred miles distant irom the sooty herbage of 
Hyde Park. 
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CHAPTER Vn. 



"No ! don't put it into water to refresh it, plea&e," — 
«aid Amy, on xeoeiying from him, on his return, her 
father's message and flower, — to comvoy to Lady 
Meadowes, who was underg-oing- one of her "poorly" 
days, and had not yet made her appearance. — "My 
mother would prefer to have it in its present state, — 
exactly as it was sent hy papa. — Particularly, ac- 
companied by such a pleasant message. — Sunday at 
church — eat his Sunday dinner with us! We shall 
all he so happy! — It seems so long since we left 
him. After all, Mr. Eustace, the song says true, 
'There's no place like home.'" 

William Eustace gazed after the animated girl as 
she hurried out of the room with the rose in her hand, 
and a flush of joy brightening her pleasant face: over- 
come by the confidingness of her manner, — by her 
deep sense of conjugal aflFection, — a well as by the 
consciousness of his own inferiority of nature. He 
understood, now, how much Eton and Oxford had ex- 
tracted of good out of it, in exchange for the little 
they had conferred. — Virgil and Horace, — or faith 
in the afiPection of a woman of forty-five for a husband 
of Bixtjr-Bjxl — The odds were cerlaiclj uoX. m iw^^a 
of the clMSsica. 
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But it was written in the book of fate that the 
Sunday dinner so sanguinely anticipated was not to 
come off. — Sir Mark sent word by Manesty, that he 
was vexed and disappointed, but that "a friend out 
of the West of England having come unexpectedly 
to stay with him^, he was under the necessity of re- 
maining at Meadowes Court, to do the honours to his 
guest." ^. 

This excuse passed as current with his wife and 
daughter, as, with most people, it would have done if 
issued by the Bank of England, whose promises are, 
in these our times, the only ones implicitly confided in. 
For Sir Mark was essentially a man of his word; — 
a man incapable of swerving a hair's breadth from the 
truth; — and on the present occasion, the pretext, 
for a pretext it was, was none of his devising. Old 
Nichols, once his foster-brother, now his butler, sug- 
gested what he had often heard suggested by his 
master, ^^ anything rather than alarm my lady and 
Miss Amyl — " 

The truth was that Sir Mark, pretty nearly for the 
first time in his life, was unwell and under medical 
superintendence; and Doctor Burnaby having decided 
that he must on no account leave the house in the 
present indefinite stage of his complaint, the innocent 
subterfuge was concocted between them. 

An equally innocent spirit oi co(\a.e^tr^ Vvtycl^ ^iA.xsL«ft,d 
Ladjr Meadowea and her daught^x to Bb<w«i\» ^^ ^^tssa 
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of ihia muct-loved, simple-hearted husband and father 
^LQt only in their "Sunday best," but prepared with all 
the iiewB of the more than ten days they had passed 
Mi^nder, and all the honey of love they had been 
Uviftg for the moment, of their meeting, the disappoijit- 
meiit was great. They wished the visitor from the 
West of England back at the Land's End; and al- 
iBfidy began to prepare for the happiness of the fol- 
lowing Supday. 

Th^ upder-keeper who brought the message mean- 
while, bis tongue being unloosed by the excellent 
quality qf the Manor ale, bad let fall bints of the truth 
m the servants' ball ; which would not have failed of 
reaching Lady Meadowes through her maid, had she 
indulged in the vulgar habit of gossiping with her at- 
tendant, Qommon among finer ladies. But Amy was 
f in puph systematic waiting upon her mother, that this 
was in^poQsible. Both retired to rest, that night, satis- 
fied that Sir Mark had been enjoying his claret with 
an old fiiend; and hoping it was only the gravity of 
the Sabbath evening which had rendered Mr. Eustace 
even more taciturn than his wont. For while Lady 
Harriet was dozing over Porteus's Sermons (the pet 
theology of her girlhood) her nephew's depression had 
seep^ed to amount almost to indisposition. 

Next morning, for a wonder, he joined the family 
hreakf^t- table, and watched with C[uiet a3j!cix^>C\cycL ^<^ 
aBBidnity of Amy in concocting and catryVii^ \x^-^\»aaL% 

Proprees ami Prejitdice. f, ^ 
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her motlier's tea. Not all Lady Harriet's entre 
would induce her to delegate the task to menial hs 

"I always wait upon mamma, at home," said 1 
"Pray allow me to carry up her breakfast. She ^ 
not enjoy it unless in her custpmary way. Inv 
have fancies. Excuse me, dear Lady Harriet; — 
let me do as at home." 

Amy carried her point. But Lady Harriet, 
judging from her own feelings, felt that the dr 
daughter was gaining too great an advantage ovei 
heart of her sister^s son, began to exclaim againsi 
dangers of morbid sensibility. — "Lady Meado\ 
dry toast might just as well have been administ 
by her maid." 

Mr. Eustace thought otherwise. And he man^ 
to think otherwise than Lady Harriet's thoughts, 
ring the remainder of breakfast; and oppose e 
word she uttered, till she began to consider him 
ceedingly disrespectful. The simple truth now occu 
to her, — that he was ill. If he saw cause to 
fault that his three little cousins, after breakfastin 
their nursery, were allowed to murmur over the ! 
bauld's hymns they were committing to memory, 
corner of the breiakfast-room, for the better chanc 
embellishing their pages with traces of Dundee i 
malade, her ladyship little surmised that the origi; 
poor WiUiam'B captiousness was au adan^ V^^v.^.^ x^ 
^an an aching heart 
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Amy was kinder. Amy was more considerate. When 
she came back from her mother^s room to hurry through 
lier own tepid breakfast, she felt real pity for the cross 
young man who was gazing out of the window, with 
brows contracted hy suffering, at Lady Harriet's gaudy 
autumnal parterres of China asters, African marigolds, 
and marvel of Peru. 

"I am sure you are not well this morning, Mr. 
Eustace," said she, in the frankest manner. *^You 
don't look like yourself. You are quite heated and 
feverish." 

^^ Thank you. I am not ill that I am aware of. A 
litde head-ache, perhaps, after the ponderous Sunday 
fare of yesterday. Roast beef and plum -pudding 
(especially if eaten together after my dear aunt's here- 
tical House of Hanover imaginations), are dyspepsia 
and death." 

"Dyspepsia, — «s I perceive: — I trust not 
death!** said Amy, smiling as she finished her bfeak- 
fast: — Lady Harriet having already proceeded with 
praiseworthy exactitude, to her daily conference with 
the housekeeper. ^^But come into the library, Mr. 
Eustace. There, we shall find a good fire. You 
only want warming to be on a par with the rest 
of us." 

The captious young gentleman clearly wanted 
more. For even while seated beside a bu^^ %i^ ^^^ 
rp with blazing heech-Toota and Bpackl&ci^ ^Q^^\sfik 

^* 
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began to shiver and look blue. The delinquent Imn- 
self imagined that his qualmish sensations arose from 
being conscience-stricken: — and he longed to mak* 
a clean breast of it, and avow to the girl who evinoed 
such ingenuous sympathy in his distemperature, his 
penitent self-conviction of coxcombry and presumption. 
But how was this to be done without insulting her 
by an explanation of his former, impertinent sur- 
mises? He sat, therefore, aguish and depressed, 
but apparently stupid and indifferent; while Amy 
prepared her mother's work to be ready when Lady 
Meadowes was able to make her usual noontide ap- 
pearance. 

Grateful, however, did he feel for her cheerful 
conversation. He had never before noticed how great 
a charm the habit of living with a gentle invalid had 
imparted to her manner. No bursts of hilarity, — no 
impetuosity of step or gesture. — It was more like a 
tame*fawn gliding about a room, than a lively healthy 
.girl with the first bloom of youth still mantling on 
her cheek. 

At first, indeed, it was difficult to withdraw her at- 
tention from the pattern she was tracing on the can- 
vas, or the worsted she was sorting. But at length, 
he touched upon his visit to Meadowes Court; and 
the sluice-gates of mutual confidence flew open in a 
moment Teara came into Amy's eyes as she ad- 
rerted to her disappointment o£ fti^ i^T^^ie^aai^ ^«^* — 
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But liiey soon evaporated when she began to talk of 
home. — How was her father looking? Did he seem 
fatigued? — Was he harassed by his workmen? — 
Was he anxious for her return?" 

When these queries had been answered, came se- 
eondary inquiries. Had he spoken to old Nichols? — 
Were Blanche and Sting admitted into the breakfast- 
room? — Did he notice in the hall her pair of 
paroquets? — No child eould have been simpler in 
her questioning: — no child more eager for his re- 
plies. 

A colder-hearted man than William Eustace would 
have found it difficult to resist the earnestness of her 
sweet face, — the mutable expression of her hazel 
eyes* Still, though inexpressibly touched by the 
naivete of poor Amy's country-bred manners , and the 
expressive animation of her countenance, he felt too 
much oppreissed to answer as he could have wished 
the catechism to which he was subjected. Much within 
an hour, partly owing to the genial warmth of the 
fire opposite to which he was seated, partly from un- 
accountable weariness, he dropped asleep. 

The moment Amy perceived the condition of her 
companion, she crept quietly out of the room, and 
went in search of Lady Harriet. Decorum or hypo- 
crisy, call it which you will, had no influence over 
the impulses o£ Amy Meadowes. 

"lam afraid, dear Lady Harriet^' aa\flL ^^l^0'*^^'^ 
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Mr. Eustace is ill. He has had a sort of shivering 
fit; and is now asleep in the drawing-room. Pray go 
and see him, as soon as he wakes again. I will 
stay up -stairs in mamma's dressing-room, not to 
disturb him. But he has either caught cold, or is 
what Miss Honeywood used to call couver-ing an ill- 
ness." 

Lady Harriet tapped her on the shoulder, and 
smiled. She would have said — ^^ foolish little girl! 
why so over-solicitous?" but for the fear of hurting 
Amy's feelings. But after noticing her susceptibility, 
she determined that so decided a case of sympathy 
between her young friend and her nephew rendered it 
desirable that he should return to his infected home 
in the North, sooner than the bulletin of its bills of 
mortality seemed to justify. 

She scarcely knew whether to be more amused or 
vexed by Amy's solicitudes. But before twenty-four 
hours had elapsed ^ her mind was made up. Mr. 
Eustace's increasing indisposition, which before night 
assumed a character of alarming lethargy , determined 
her the following morning to summon Dr. Bumaby, 
her family physician; who, residing at the neigh- 
bouring town of Cardington, nearly ten miles off, was 
only called in at Radensford Manor in cases of emer- 
gency. He came; and the grave face with which he 
contemplated his now nearly insensible ^atient^ suf&ced 
^ excite the old iady's utmost alaxm^ «^«a\i^lQtfe\aA 
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mode of crosa-qaestioiiing her concerning the nature 
of the epidemic from which her nephew had fled, and 
the length of time which had elapsed since he estab- 
lished himself at the Manor, apprised her of the 
nature of his attack. 

"A fever, with something of typhoid symptoms?" 
cried the blxmt old doctor, repeating the words in 
which Lady Louisa Eustace^s letter had explained the 
matter to her sister: — "Stuff and nonsense! Why 
not say typhus fever at once? Why not put people 
on their guard?" 

He was almost inclined to rescind the opinion, 
however, when he saw to what a state of agony mere 
mention of the dreaded word had reduced Lady 
Harriet. Not on her own account. She was con- 
scious of her own ripeness of years. She was pre- 
pared to suffer, — she was prepared to die. But 
she was not prepared to witness the sufferings or 
death of the promising children committed to her 
charge by her departed son; whose well-being she 
regarded as a sacred deposit. It would scarcely 
have been desirable just then for Lady Louisa 
Eustace to have encountered her indignant and ter- 
rified sister. 

"But my dear, good lady," cried Doctor Burnaby, 
alarmed at the outpourings of acrimony he had 
brought forth^ — "where 's the use of wasting all 
ibeae Juwd words on other people? Eette;t V\xm xQvssA^ 
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and look about you , and see what ^a to be donfl. 
*T isn't altogether civil, Lady Harriet, to make so iiafe 
my patient will die. I flatter inyself I 'ye brougk 
worse cases through, before now." 

"I was not thinking of your patient, doctor; 
very dear though he is to me. 1 was thinking of 
my three poor boys. What will become of themj 
doctor?" 

"Why not send them to the Eectbry, diear Lady 
Harriet?" said Amy, who was standings pale as death, 
listening to the doctor's award. 

"When I am not certain but that they might darry 
with them the germ of the fever?" she replied, se- 
verely. "Fie, Amy! Sophia Burton is the only child 
of her mother, and she is a widow." 

Doctor Burnaby looked better pleas.ed with his 
old friend now, than while she was reviling her ab- 
sent sister. 

"If you're not afraid of trusting them to me and 
my housekeeper, dear lady," said he, "/ 'II undertake 
the bantlings, and bring them back safe to yott when 
the battle is over." 

"My dear doctor! — " 

"To be plain with you, however," he continued, 

"I never saw much good arise from running out of 

the way of infection. I 'm not clear that it does not 

evince an unbecoming mistrust of the providence of 

G^od. — But of that giUj I'm afefti^ \i^ ^^\^Q«i«»Nt 



I 
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of yotur lips and tremor of your hand, ypur ladyship 
already stands convicted/^ added he. "1*11 be bound 
youVe not a thread of pulse to be felt at this mo- 
ment." 

"I will not boast," replied Lady Harriet ^ gravely. 
— "I confess to being at my wits' end." 

"Then lose no time, Miss Meadowes, my dear," 
resumed the kind-hearted but gruff old man, "in 
getting the children and their traps packed up, that 
I may cany them off without further delay. I Ve 
given my instructions in the sick-room. — Elsewhere, 
keep vinegar burning, and don't let more people than 
are n^^essary wait upon the East wing. — I shall be 
here again betimes in the morning. — The case is 
urgent" 

An alarming word, as it recurred to Lady Harriet's 
mind when her three darlings were off, — safe, as 
she already fancied, — and she heard the sound of 
Dr. Bumaby's departing wheels. She had mustered 
courage to avoid bidding them good-bye. It would 
not have been prudent, after her attendance on the 
sick-room; and she knew she could trust to the 
thoughtful Amy to make every arrangement for their 
comfort. But another painful duty was awaiting her. 
She most write to Lady Loiiisa Eustace. 

^^Not to-day. — To-day, you tavB tiOl\aTL^\» ^«:^ 
but what 18 painful,'' pleaded Amy. ^'^ai^ >S^\y^* 
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Bornaby has seen his patient again. To-morrow may \ 
produce a favourable turn." rp 

"Or a fatal one!" l 

"No, dear Lady Harriet. He assured me the 
danger was not imminent. — He said it was impos- 
sible for even the most experienced medical man as 
yet to predict the issue." 

"Still, my sister ought to be apprised." 
"To-day, you might, perhaps, write hastily, -r- 
To-morrow, you will have recovered your compo* 
sure." 

Lady Harriet shook her head. She foresaw too 
truly that her distress and agitation were only^begin- 
ning. — But it was difficult to contest a point with 
Amy's gentle nature; and Lady Harriet was too much 
depressed to be very contentious. 

"Another favour, if I might ask it," said the kind- 
hearted girl, taking courage firom a first success. — 
"Do not, at present, alarm poor mamma by an- 
nouncing the nature of Mr. Eustace's seizure. — Her 
room is at too great a distance from his to expose 
her to any danger of infection; and to-day, she is 
far too much indisposed to leave it. Were she to 
know the truth, her first impulse would be to return 
home immediately, in order to relieve your household 
of additional trouble while illness is in the house: and 
Uien —" 



AHD PABJUDICE. 91 

She paused. But Lady Harriet was listening so 
attentiYelj as to require the full conclusion of the 
sentence. 

^^And then, I should lose the satisfaction of as- 
sisting and comforting you under your great anxie- 
ties,'* — said Amy, not altogether without confusion 
of countenance. 

Again, Lady Harriet shook her head. She was 
half afraid that this generous sympathy might origi- 
nate in over-solicitude for the invalid. Though, a mo- 
ment before, she had been disposed to regard her 
nephew as a condemned man, she was still susceptible 
to the repugnance * entertained against an unequal 
match 'by the elders of a family submitted to the 
t^ranfiy of "public opinion." 
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CHAPTEK Vm. 

Miss MEABOWfis's firist ansietf en lefttning, ^i 
following morning, that Dr. Burnaby's {>atiefit hkiM 
passed a restless night, was to forestal tbe possibili^l 
of a visit from her father. p^ 

"We must give up the hope of seeing yOtt foi* th^] 
present, dearest papa," she wrote, in All haste, tb ; 
Meadowes Court. — "You must on no account add ! 
to our anxieties by approslching this infected honse. • 
Stop your workmen if you can; fbt we mtlst retiot^ 
home, in order to release poor Lady Harriet from ad- 
ditional care and trouble. Her nephew Mr. Eustace 
is in a dangerous state from an attack of fever. — ■ ; 
Dr. Burnaby seems very anxious: and so am I, till I | 
can get my dearest mother removed out of danger, is 
Do not think of coming. But send the carriage for 
us to-morrow morning; — early, if you please. Mamma 
is a little weak and nervous to-day; or I should pro- » 
pose your sending this very evening. God bless you, 
dear darling papal No more, since we shall meet so 
soon, irom 

"Yonr own 
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Alas! this letter was fated to remain unopened for 
wennore. — It never reached the hands of the kindly 
^g to whom it was addressed. When Miss Mea- 
lowes stole from her dressing-room in search of a 
nervant through whom it could be forwarded without 
tlanning her mother or worrying Lady Harriet, the 
list person she met on the stairs was Dr. Burnaby, 
ill (m his way to the remote apartment of his patient. 
"Go back, child!" cried he, motioning her away. 
"Didn't you hear me say, yesterday, that there was to 
be no communication between the East wing and the 
itet of the house?" 

"Nor have I approached it. — But as you have 
not yet seen your patient, dear Dr. Burnaby, and I 
hoped that — I thought that — " 

"No matter what you thought or hoped. Go, child, 
and attend upon your mother. I hear she is ailing; 
and I can't look in upon her to-day. Amy, on account 
of this unlucky fever. — Go, my dear young lady. 
I aI^ waited for yonder." 

Away he hurried to the sick room, where Lady 
Harriet was eagerly expecting him with anything but 
a satis&ctory report of the sufferer; and very long did 
the half- hour appear to Amy which she spent in 
loitering about the corridor, instead of obeying his in- 
jimction and returning to watch the slumbers of Lady 
Uesidowes, She was in hopes of catchm^ feoci ^ ^w 
tance the sound of Dr, Burnaby's ^oie^ m ^om^ ^ksXt 
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ing injunction to one of the servants in attendance on 
William Eustace. She fancied that, even from the 
tone, though the words reached her not, she might b6 
able to infer whether his view of the case were more 
favourable than at his last visit. 

While thus anxiously listening, a whisper indeed 
caught her ear. But it was not uttered in the direc- 
tion of the east wing. It arose from the hall below, 
where Dr. Burnaby's servant was waiting, and where 
the butler appeared to be questioning him beside the 
open door. 

"^^ may get through it. At his age, young blood 
works its way through anything," were the expres- 
sions or nearly the expressions that reached the ears 
of Amy. 

**God grant it!" murmured the tremulous voice of 
Blagrove, Lady Harriet's aged butler. 

"But I know Master han't no hope o* the old gen- 
tleman," resumed the other speaker. "He told Mr. 
Nichols when he left the house an hour agone, that 
't was a question if he 'd live through the night." 

"The old gentleman!" — "Mr. Nichols!" — Poor 
Amy stood paralysed. Had she heard aright? — 
While asking herself the question, she had to clutch 
the oaken balustrade of the staircase, to save herself 
from being precipitated to the bottom. She would 
have screamed aloud a qu^B^ou to ^iJtL^ ^\ass^^Tftc«^ 
tiat a more articulate answer ini^t ^«^^ oit ^^\&xis\ 
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her terrible apprehensions. But her voice died on her 
Kps. She could not call, — she could not breathe; — . 
dumb and motionless, as under the influence of a 
night-mare. 

A minute afterwards, however, the two serving- 
men, who were still gossiping and grieving together, 
saw Miss Meadowes totter across the hall, breathless 
and incoherent. 

"/« it trueV^ she faltered, seizing the arm of Dr. 
Bnmaby's incautious servant. "Answer me this mo- 
ment! — M7 father, — " 

The venerable butler with an admonitory glance at 
Ms companion, endeavoured to withdraw the young 
lady's hand, and to place her in a chair. 

"We were talking, Miss Amy, of poor Mr. Eus- 
tace — " 

"You were not. You said the old gentleman was 
sinking fast. Oh! my dear dear father!" cried Amy, 
wringing her hands. "But I will go to Dr. Burnaby," 
! ' — cried she, dreading that she might not from his 
awe-stricken attendant obtain the truth. ''^ He will not 
deceive me — " 

"Master will never forgive me," ejaculated the 
man, — thus confirming the worst fears of Miss Mea- 
dowes. "He ordered me not to drop a syllable on't 
in the house." 

Almost before be bad concluded Toia \TLC0\i^\ist^\3^ 
remark, the distracted girl had daxtei ^oxx^ ^^ 
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open hall-door; dashed along the graveil walk, -»- 
flnng open the wicket and reached the stable yarf. 
And while the two servants stood deliberatiqg whether 
they dared intimate to Dr. Bnrnaby what ha,d Qcev- 
red, before he had terminated his yisit to the chaviber 
of pickness which had already assumed in the house 
the most painful importance, J^mj was assisting the 
groom to place a saddle on George War^f ford's po^y. 
Unaware of her object or intentions, the man dreamed 
not of disobeying the orders of one of his lady'f 
guests; and as Miss Meadowes was attired |n a morn- 
ing wrapper, without even a shawl or bonnet, it did 
not occur to him that the pony was preparing for 
her own use , till he saw her jump upon it a|i4 
canter off. 

Still, he fancied that she was only returning to th0 
hall'door. Nor was it till old Blagrove hobbled down 
with inquiries and reproofs for the assistance he bad 
given, that he could be persuaded the young lady was 
bent on so mad an ei^ploit as an expedition to Jifea- 
dowes Court, thus accoutred, and unattended. 

"Saddle a horse and follow her instantly, Willi" 
said the anxious old servant, "or my lady will never 
forgive us." 

But alas! the only available horse in Lady Har- 
riet's scanty stud, had been already despatched to 
meet the early post with a letter intimating to the 
JSuBtacea the danger of their boix. 
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The next resource, and the old man did not hesi- 
tate to lay it under contribution, was to despatch Dr. 
Bomaby's carriage in quest of the half-frantic Miss 
Headowes. The pony's paces would scarcely enable 
her to outstrip pursuit, if the coachman exerted him- 
self. — It was, however, some time before he was 
made to understand the urgency of the case. — Un- 
accustomed to obey any orders but those of his some- 
what peremptory master, ^^It was as much as his place 
was worth," he argued, "if the doctor, whose time 
was 80 precious, should be kept waiting by his ab- 
sence." 

When again and again assured that if he made no 
effort to preserve Miss Meadowes from danger, his 
place would be in far greater jeopardy, his compliance 
came too late. -^ By the time the lumbering chariot 
reached the high road, the frantic girl had long quit- 
ted it for the fields. — A mile of the distance dividing 
her from the doomed spot where her father was 
"sinking fast," might be saved by the bridle-road: — 
even though she had to jump off and open gates: — 
even though the way was rough and dangerous. 

She urged the pony on. — She became hoarse by 
urging it on, — for whip she had none. — Her hair 
streamed back from her pale face — her dress was 
discomposed by gusts of autumnal wind. The stum- 
bling of the pony over the stubbly furrows^ mote than 
once nearly £nng her nerveless form ixom ftift ^«AS^<5k* 

Progress and Prejudice, I. 1 
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But still she went on, — nnheeding; — absorbed a 
that one oyerpowering uncertainty. — Was she tw 
late? — Was the old roan he?: father yet alive? -r 

And now, she is through the haz^el copse. — : ISm 
has crushed down the blacl^ned bean-haulm of A( 
last field dividing her from the paddopk. Her brefti) 
is gone. Her cheek is wan and clammy as dc^ 
For she is within sight of the old house, 9>ni can $ 
yet discern no indipation of what awaits her. Ther 
is not a labourer stirring. The work? are as con 
pletely stopped at the moat-9ide as if her momiog^ 
letter had reached its destination and accompli^^ 
its object. The barrows lie upturned. The wheel ■ 
broken at the cistern. 

Scarcely dares she lift her eyes toTvards the wii 
dows of her father^s room. But a hasty glan.ce sho^ 
that they are open, ; — wide open. ■ — I? this a^ ai^ 
that all is over, or that air is required for the dying mai 

The doors, too, $tand wide apart. Not a sfirva 
to be seen. Almost hefore tike has leapt ^om h 
pony, however, and left it to its own devices, Blan& 
and Sting, who run barking out at its approa^ 
change their angry yelp into joyoufJ howis of recogi 
tion; and keep jumping lovingly upon Juer, and il 
peding her movements. 

**Down — down!" she rather shrieks than utte; 

— almost wild with the tumult gf her agonising fea 

As she ruabeB up-stairs, a \io\va wxaVQi ^Vi «^ ^\i 
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irindow-seat of the lobby, — half-dozing through ex- 
teas of watching in the sick room which she hap recently 
quitted, -r- starts up to beset her with exclamations. 

"Oh I Mass Amy — why are you come? — Master 
wouldn't hear of you and my lady bping sent for. — 
Tou can't be of no use, Miss. The doctor says you 
cin't — Nobody can't be of no use agin the will of 
Ahnig^ God!" — 

Amy paused for a moment, — i^ot to listen; — 
bat with her hand pressed upon her heart, as if to re- 
piess its terrible pulsation. She looked hard in the 
woman's face; but could not utter a sound to frame 
the question she was dying to ask. Her e€u:iiest eyes 
spoke for her. 

"Yes, Miss, — he is still alive," said the woman, 
following her up the stairs. — "But 'twill soon be 
over. Better not go in. — Better not see him in his 
present state. My poor dear master won't know you. 
He has not even known Mr. Nichols these two days past.'' 

And when Amy had glided more like a spirit than 
a living bcdng through the open door of the chamber, 
intensely fumigated with the same ill-omened aroma- 
tics which seemed to bring with them the fatal atmo- 
sphere of the Manor House, the first object that met 
her eyes was the poor broken-hearted faithful old 
Nichols; sitting with clasped hands, apparently stupe- 
fied by tears and vigils, — watching beside the bed 
wjbere 3, long motionleaa ridge denoted &%X. ^>Q»ssiibsi 

1* -^ 
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form was extended. — Even when Amy bad throwa 
herself upon.it, in the belief that her father was gone 
for ever, she did not for many minutes perceive that 
though unconscious, he still breathed. — Old Nichols 
raised her gently and drew her down upon her knees 
to the bedside. * 

"Let him die in peace, my dear young lady," sob- 
bed the old man. — "His moments are numbered. 
Let him die in peace — " 

"Father — father! — dear darling papa!" cried 
Amy, — regardless of these remonstrances, and belie- 
ving that though the eyes of the sufferer were dim and 
glassy, and his limbs motionless and cold, he would 
be roused to consciousness by the well-known voice of 
his child, — "listen to me. It is Amy: — Amy come 
to nurse you, come to love you. Dear papa,. — answer 
me, look at me!" 

But no change of that wan and rigid face denoted 
that poor Sir Mark was conscious of her presence. — 
So little of life remained, that it could scarcely be 
called existence. The solemnity of death was upon 
that honest face. That honest heart had all but ceased 
to beat. The poor dogs whining and cringing at the 
door which though open they dared not enter, seemed 
instinctively to understand what the ^stracted daughter 
would not believe, that the kindly hand which had so 
often caressed them would never be upraised again. 
An angry voice and a hurriei a\«^ "v«t^ ^^. ^QaaaX 
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moment audible on the stairs. But the moment ihej 
reached the threshold of the sick-room, both were 
kushed. — Dr. Bumaby, who had driven off as hard 
as Wb horses could carry him, in hopes to intercept 
the visit of jpoor Amy to the infected house, and on 
finding himself too late, had begun by chiding every- 
body, and railing even at the poor girl whose danger 
was the origin of his wrath , no sooner glanced at the 
bed, than he checked his hurried words and footsteps. 
Gravely approaching it, he closed the eyes of the dead. 

A moment afterwards, he was enabled partly to 
fiiMl his intentions by raising in his arms and bearing 
from the room the inanimate form of the afflicted 
daughter, to whom this act had announced the fatal 
truth. On recovering her consciousness. Amy found 
herself in a carriage, supported on the shoulder of the 
good doctor, whose tears were falling on her hand. 

"Ton are not taking me away from him," she 
faltered, — struggling to regain her self-command. — 
"Let me go to my father. Let me go to my dear, 
dear father.'' 

"No, my child," replied the physician, in a tone of 
grave authority. "He is beyond reach of your affec- 
tion and duty. Prove how much you have loved him, 
Amy, by devoting yourself at once to the consolation 
of your surviving parent: — your mother, who has 
none else to comfort her; — your motTiei, Ajk^^ «sir 
tma/ed by Am and the Almighty to yoin fiSi«J^ ^swtOO'* 
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CHAPTER IX. 

The obtitttiy gossips in the narrow fcircle of 
Radensford predicted of course that poof feeble Lady 
MeadoWes t^ouid be extinguished at oncfe by the 
sudden calarkiity which had befallen her. Ex^erifence 
confuted th^eir calctiUtionid. — tetsoiii^ of infirm health 
are often roused and excited by a shock, faJtal to 
others of more robust habits. Oh learnihg At onfe and 
the same moment that dhe had lost the afiTectibnate 
partner of her life, atid that the daughter so dear to 
them both was in an alarming condition, she stationed 
herself b;^ the bedside of her dear Amy, prepared to 
assuage her sufferings and sustain her cotii-age. — 
Lady Btarriet herself, with all her severity of self-con- 
trol, could not hate exhibited greater strength of body 
and mind than Lady Meadot^es. 

"All is well with her^ tny dear lady. I foresaw 
what would be her state of inind," whispered Mr. 
Henderson in a subdued tone to the lady of the 
Manor House, when summoned to exhort the afficted 
invalid, who stood in no need of better colihsel than 
that of her oWn excellent head and heart. — "She 
has forgotten herself. — Her own ailments are as no- 
thing, now that others neea her assist^hce.^' 

Without ministering spiritually to her i^orrows. 
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liowevet, the ftid of tlie good Rector T^ad inyalnable 
in tlie falfilmeirt of other duti^fe to wlrich the widow 
was unequal. — The fiickness abeadj assuming an 
epidemic character, was so appalling in the neighbour- 
hood, that an early interment of the dead was judged 
desirable. The infection must iiot be suffered to ex- 
tend. — There ajipeared little hope that the afflicted 
daughter would escape; — nor might even the prayers 
of the terrified Lidy Harriet avail for the preserva- 
tion of the beloted boys whom Br. Burnaby had taken 
in charge. But no precautions tim&i be neglected. 

Within foiir d«iys, therefore, of the sad event which 
had deprived Misadowes Court of its master, he was 
laid in the family vault. No need to look into his 
testatnentary instruction^ to determine that question. 
Where the eight baronets bearing his name, from sire 
to don, were gathered together in the dust, he also 
was to be laid* — ^'hither was he followed in all 
8inc«ity of love by his nearest neighbours: Admiral 
Tremenheere, the kind physician, and a few magis- 
trates of the district, — emulators of his uprightness 
and right-heartedimss. — And but that her only child 
lay insensible upon the bed of sickness, his widow 
wotld have been hetself conveyed into the church, to 
meet dn the brink of the grave him from whom she 
had been so rarely parted, since the day on which 
thej trare conjoined together at the allax. 
When the will was opened, it op^^w:^ ^i^'fioft^ 
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desire of the testator to be buried with the utmoit \^ 
simplicity in the church where he had been so long ^ 
accustomed to worship, had been strictly fulfilled. — i^ 
Nay more, the Rector and the physician, his constant '^ 
friends and associates, were nominated executors. ^ 
The testamentary paper was indicted in a few homely ^ 
phrases. — A deed executed on his marriage when ,z 
issue male was anticipated, assigned to Lady Mea- \ 
dowes only four hundred per annum to be levied on ; 
the estate, which he had a right to charge with dow- ■ 
ry. — But he now constituted her his sole heir; cer- 
tain," he added, "that she would act towards their 
only child, in every future emergency as he would act 
himself if living to watch over her interests." 

"Right — all right — quite right," was the reci- 
procal exclamation of the two executors. — "Lady 
Meadowes will enjoy something more than two thou- 
sand a year for life; and be able to make a suitable 
provision for her daughter, should she determine on 
marriage." 

Though prudent and practical men, they were not 
base enough to fancy that the easy circumstances se- 
cured to the bereaved mother and daughter would re- 
concile them to the severity of their loss. But they 
rejoiced, and Lady Harriet rejoiced, when the moment 
poor Amy^s comparative convalescence rendered remo- 
ral possible, and Lady Meadow^a insisted on retum- 
'io£' to the bouse replete witli aaaodsi^Qxia ^^ ^w&^^ 
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ibat their sorrow would not be aggravated by those 
torctid cares which, at such moments, too often in- 
crease the poignancy of family affliction. 

They re-entered the gates of Meadowes Court over- 
powered by their griefs: — discerning nothing in those 
desolate rooms but the absence of the eager step and 
the silence of the joyous voice which had animated 
their life and love. — But they felt that they were 
come to abide for evermore where he had lived and 
loved: — to; cherish his memory: — to talk of him, 
to think of him, and prepare to rejoin him in a hap- 
pier* world. 

In their presence, the question had never been 
mooted whether the malignant fever, to which Sir 
Mark Meadowes had unquestionably fallen a victim, 
originated in the miasma created by the disturbance 
of the old moat; or whether it had been introduced 
into the neighbourhood and communicated to him by 
young Eustace, at his ill-timed visit. — The Eustace 
family persisted for the rest of their lives in asserting 
that their son and heir had all but fallen a victim to 
the infection created by poor Sir Mark Meadowes's 
rash experiment in desiccation. But many were of 
opinion, — Dr. Bumaby openly, Lady Harriet tacitly, 
— that William Eustace had brought with him the 
germs of the fatal malady, and communicated them to 
one predisposed hy local influences to troic^^ ^<5k 
erU. — For months to come, nay, fox ^usviixi^ "^^wjk* 
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the question was one of the favourite paaradoxes of tibe 
neighbourhood. It was only the good Eector of 
Eadensford who froin the firist discountenanced the dis- 
cussion. 

"To what purpose pursue an investigation j" said 
he, "the solutioh of which cannot restore th6 dead, 
and must unqiiestianably give pain to the livihg? — 
We have lost |our friend. Let us respect the decree 
of Him who had taken him from us. No hunian pre- 
visioii could have forestalled thb frttal event.^^ 

He was especially anxious that the cotivalescenee 
of Mr. Eustace might not be retarded , thrott^h by the 
remarks occasionally extorted from Lady Hkrrie^ by 
the risk to Which h^r darling grand-children hid been 
subjected. Though, had it been asserted in her pte- 
senc^ that Sir Mark Mead owes had taken the fever 
from her nephew j she would have deeply resent^ it, 
she could not help plainly writing to her sister Louisa 
that, had the children falleh viciiilis to it, she would 
never have pardoned her having billeted William upon 
her house^ 

"Even now," she wrote, — "liow that he is per- 
fectly recovered and on his way to Torquay for 
change of air, previous to rejoining yon, to enable me 
to submit the poor Manor House to a complete frimi- 
gatioh preparatory to the return of my treasures, I 
can BCArc&ly persuade myseVi t\ia\. «S\ ^%.Ti^<(st V^ ^«jat. 
— ^ We bare undergone a tetriVA.^ sYloOsl, — ^^L\l^^a^^ 
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by inj- kind neighbours at Meadowes Court 

ahn! irreparable. — Amy is broken-hearted; and 

mother will never lifk up her head again. They 

Bee me, I know, if I visited them. But I have 

eotrage, my dear Louisa, to go and witness the 

teible desolation of a house thus cruelly deprived of 

file fondest of husbands and fathers.'^ 

She went, however, at last; prompted less by the 
ieeke of soothing their trouble, than by the notion 
that it became her consequence to afford immediate 
countenance to the widow. Lady Harriet as first in 
lank of the neighbourhood, considered herself bound 
to take the initiative step in its social measures. It 
Became her to show an example which might regulate 
the vacillations of public opinion. 

On the present occasion, at least, nothing of the 
kmd was needed. High and low, rich and poor, all 
were anxious to offer their tribute of (Sympathy to the 
mourners; and all were equally edified with Lady Har- 
riet by the composure and resignation exhibited by 
the mother and daughter. — Amy, indeed, could not 
' always repress the outbursts of anguish which her 
I mbthto's longer experience of the trials of life enabled 
f her to subdue till she could weep unobserved on the 
congenial bosom " of her daughter. But on the whole, 
iheit reverend counsellor found far less occasion than 
he had anticipated to exhort them to «vifem\mo\i^ %ss^ 
even t)r. Burnaby had almost ceased to ^q.o\^. ^"E!^ 
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repinings and tears were so exclusively reserved fi| '^•^ 
each other, that their nearest firiends were deceived. ' 

The executors took upon themselves to suggest t 
temporary removal from Meadowes Court, as likely to. 
be beneficial to the health of both; and favourable to '- 
the completion of the improvements , too far advaneed 
not to render it necessary to carry them out Bat 
Lady Meadowes entreated to be left in peace. Winttt 
was at hand. The early frosts were come. No farther 
danger was to be apprehended from infection. All 
she asked was to be allowed to remain, at least till 
spring, without the smallest change or disturbance. 
She felt and Amy felt, that the slightest alteration in i 
the place or establishment would dispel the charm '■ 
under which they seemed to live, — as if A« were still 
present with them, — as if he might again return to 
occupy his accustomed seat and resume his place in 
the domestic circle. 

"Leave Meadowes Court? — Endure the hurry and 
noise of Brighton? — Surround ourselves with 
strangers?" was Amy's indignant exclamation after 
the departure of Lady Harriet, who, at the instigation 
of the old doctor, had undertaken the task of propo-. 
sing such a measure. "Oh! mother, mother! — How 
little they understand us! Sometimes, in those happy 
old times which I feel now that I never sufficiently 
appreciated, I used to fancy t\i«A. 1 ^\iQ>Mld. ISfca to 
make a few acquaintances, m a^^^^^^iSft. 'ftxjX.'Wstfjrw 
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better now, mother. — I know how little there can be 
in the world to compare with the happiness we have 
enjoyed liere — " 

Lady Meadowes replied by a tender pressure of 
her hand. "Fear nothing, my child," said she. "There 
IB no chance of any desire on my part to quit this 

Siilace. — I have never lived in the world. Amy. The 
^sition in life from which your father raised me af- 
forded no connexions to tempt either of us from our 
letirement. His few relatives disclaimed me. My own 
lesented their conduct. We became isolated, — 
estranged from everything and everybody — " 
"And all the happier for it, — far far the better 
and happier for it, — " interrupted her daughter. 

"That your father was content with the destiny 
lie had created, suffices. And these peculiar circum- 
stances, my dearest child, will at least justify the 
tranquil seclusion to which I look forward." 

"Even in our affliction, mother," observed Amy, 
after a few moments' pause, " my Aunt Davenport has 
never written, — never inquired — " 

Lady Meadowes started. The name of "Aunt 
Davenport" applied to the sister of her husband, from 
whom she had received such slights, seemed to jar 
npon her ear. 

"Can she, do you think, be ignorant of the event?" 
persisted Amy. 
*'Leat she Bbould be so, onr hand. in«iA "Sx* 
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Henderson wrote to apprise her. A fev cold v< 
wore returned by Lord Davenport; ■ — a ^e(re ft 
acknowledgment of his letter." 

"M7 poor de^ cordial father 4id wt de^ea^ to 
have such a sister,^^ was all that A1117 could reply. 

''She did not deserve such a brother. Bflt H Wl 
talk no more of her, Amy. Let us nev^ n^entipja tbn 
name of Pavenport again." 

"Never — never. — We must only love mih 
other the more, mother, for being alon© i^ the Tforii" 

"Your cousin, Sir Jervis Meadowes has written, r^ 
courteously at least, — more could not be expQ(^04 
from him, in reply to the communicatipn .of my poor 
husband's executors." 

"Sir Jervis r.' repeated Amy, musingly. "I am 
glad he does not bear my father's name. HoW 
I should have grieved to hear it applied to a strange." j 

"It matters little. We shall never meet — Six 
Jervis behavied through life ungrq,ciously to your 
father. It is not likely he wiU ^attempt to renew with 
U8 the acquaintance which respect for the head of his 
family never prompted him to keep up." 

It was on a dreary ^t^n,oon, toyrard^ the end of 
Bec^mber, this conversation took place. — Sleet was 
falling audibly against the windows, the blinds of 
which were partially drawn doi^n; and though Lady 
Meadowes'a sofa was drawn close to thq fir0, she lay 
coid smd fthiverizig. Just tii^ B^a^ou oi ^^ ^^sKt ^^^^ 
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Qbnstinas cheer, and Christmas charity, had been 
Vfmt to hiighten the time-worn old mansion! Just 

hour of day when they were accustomed to listen 
k the tre^d of poor 8ir Mark across the hall, on his 
letum j&rom his day's sport; — announced by the 
jfifM cry of old Sting, who lay on the mat awaiting 
Ub andyal. At that hour, they seemed to miss more 
titan ever the kindly voice and face so sure to impart 
cheerfulness to the hearth. 

Old Nichols often ccept in at dusk, with a log in 
ids bajoui, on pxetext of attending to the fire; but in 
reality to certify to himself that my lady and Miss 
Amy were not endangering their health by what he 
ealled *^ taking on.-' If he found them engaged in 
^uiet talk, be w^uld creep out again, without any 
attempt to fulfil his pretended purpose; thereby be- 
traying th«4; he came only because he knew their 
heaviness of heart must be still harder to bear than 
Ug own. 

On the ey>ening in question, while he stood in- 
piri»g whether "my lady was pleased to wish that 
the lamp should be brought in," there came a s£l!arp 
nog e^t the jangling hall bell. 

Lady Headowes, satisfied that she had borne to 
the fullest extent required of her the burthen of visits 
of GondolfffiQe from the half-dozen near neighbours 
who had ao long constituted themselves IvQt Mends^ 
ikHtsmme^ to remt Hx^ appeal. She \iadL ^^(i&s^ ^ 
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each of them that they would show their kindneu 
best by leaving her for the present alone with her 
daughter. 

*^I can see no one this evening, Nichols/' said she 
faintly, ^^No one: — not even Mr. Henderson.'' 

The old man hurried out to convey her prohibition. 
Already, the footman was parleying at the hall-dooi 
with a stranger. Not a gentleman; for he was loud, 
peremptory, and presuming. 

'^It was absolutely necessary that he should have 
an interview with Lady Meadowes. He came on busi- 
ness. He came from a distance." 

The country -footman was about to yield to the 
importunities of a man who, though his great-coat was 
of the roughest, spoke in the tone of one having au- 
thority, when Nichols arrived in all the dignity of his 
mourning and white hairs, to confirm the original ne- 
gative. 

^^ Business, or no business, it was quite impossible 
that her ladyship, who was infirm of health, as well 
as suffering from recent family affliction, could be 
disturbed at that hour." 

"I come on the part of Sir Jervis Meadowes," re- 
joined the intruder, "I fancy you'll find it your best 
interest to admit me at once." 

Nichols was startled. Instinctive deference towards 

the reigmng representative of a family with which a 

service of half a century had coimfictA^\3^> x^iA^stti 
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it (BfficTlit to perserere in opposition^ This man, 
eonuftotL-looMng as he was, might be a messenger of 
peace and good-will frdm the head of the house. To 
lejeci the olire-braiich, might be an injury to those 
whom he would hare died to serve or defend. Ut- 
tering a Word of admonition therefore to l9ting, who 
still maintained his post of guardianship of the door- 
mat, he invited the stranger to step in; and ushered 
him aiiross the grim, low-browed old hall, into what, 
in that old-fashioned place, was called the eatings 
room: a spacious chamber, wainscoted and ceiled 
with carved oak; enlivened only by family portraits 
of baronets and dames of the Meadowes family; most 
of them curious specimens of exploded art; and about 
as graceful and life-like as the effigies of painted 
alabaster recumbent on their tombs in Badetisford 
Church. 

Still, such as they were, old Nichols regarded 
them almost with idolatry. And on perceiving that 
his companion did liot show their goodly presence the 
respect of so much as removing his hat, he eyed the 
offender with such marked disgust and reproval, that 
involuntarily he marked his consciousness of infraction 
of the laws of good breeding. 

"I will speak to Miss Meadowes, Sir; I will ap- 
prise my young lady that you are here," said he, 
whi}0 the stranger flfomewhat sulkily t«tiv(i^^d \fl& h»iL, 
— ""What name shall I aunounce to \iet*}'' jjfl 

J^offress and Pr^'udice, /. '^i 
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"Mr. Chubbs Parkis — but my name will tell her 
notbing. Say I represent the heir-at-law of the late 
Sir Marcus Meadowes, Baronet." 

Now Nichols could no more have pronounced the 
name of **the late Sir Marcus Meadowes" to his 
master^s daughter, than have lifted the roof of Mea- 
dowes Court. The utmost he attempted was to whisper 
to Amy that she was wanted; and, when she reached 
the hall, to apprise her that a messenger awaited her 
on the part of Sir Jervis Meadowes. 

Though little used to encounter strangers, poor 
Amy did not for a momjsnt resist. The visit probably 
involved some trouble or ceremony from which she 
might spare her mother. — She advanced therefore 
with a timid step towards Mr. Chubbs Parkis, who 
was warming himself with an air of complacent self- 
possession on the hearth-rug, with his back towards 
the fire. — But the moment he caught sight of her 
slender figure, looking slighter than ever in her deep 
piouming attire, and that childlike face, so pale 
and so gentle, his manner became subdued to de- 
cency. He took his hands from his pockets, and 
bowed respectfully. 

"You wished to speak to me, Sir?" she inquired 
in those silvery tones that went to the heart of most 
people. 

''On the contrary, Madam*, 1 mdciftA to e^eak to 
Zadjr Meadowes,'' replied the mtnx^es^ ^vasm^^^- 



AND PREJUDICE. 116 

proachfully at Nichols, who had closed, but still stood 
beside the door, as if officiating as chamberlain for the 
protection of his young lady. "Your servant, yonder, 
denied me admittance to her.'' 

"He did right. Mamma is a great invalid: — 
unequal to an interview with strangers, — unequal to 
the transaction of business." 

"Business, however. Miss Meadowes, must be 
done; and I doubt you are less equal to answer 
the questions I am compelled by my duty to my 
employer. Sir Jervis Meadowes, to ask, than even her 
ladyship." 

"Questions on business I am wholly incapable of 
answering," replied Miss Meadowes, gathering firm- 
ness as her companion resumed, though civilly, his 
tone of authority. — "And as I know that Sir Jervis 
Meadowes has abeady been in communication with 
my father's executors, — both of whom are in the 
country, — I must refer you to them^ Sir, for any in- 
formation you wish to obtain." 

"Nevertheless," persisted Mr. Chubbs Parkis, "there 
are points on which a plain answer rendered by mem- 
bers of the family, might save worlds of trouble and 
litigation." 

"Or might produce them," said Amy, with more 
self-possession than was to be expected. — "You must 
therefore excuse my entering into bu&m^^^ ^*&^xxm<cs\^ 
of any kind,'^ 

^* 
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"This eyasion, Madam, looks very far from satis- 
factory," retorted Chubbs, knitting his brows and be- 
ginning to bully. — "I expected at least frankness 
from so young a lady." 

Old Nichols now thought it time to interpose. 
'^Miss Meadowes has signified, Sir, that she wishes 
the interview to be at end," said he. "Your gig is at 
the dbot. At this hour, you will be sure to find the 
Bector or Dt. Burnabyi iny late mitster's two execu- 
tors, at home." 

Under sanction of the butler's interference, Atny 
now effected a quiet retreat from the room; Old 
Nichols with a firm demeanout keeping back Mr. 
Chubbs Parkis till she had had time to regain the 
drawing-room. "If neither of theim is ib be found. 
Sir," continued the old man, while his baffled com- 
panion angrily resumed his hat, with more than one 
muttered oath, "the family solicitors are Preston and 
Son, of Cardington, with whom you may communicate 
at pleasure." 

"Ten miles off, across the forest; — and I have 
already driven sixteen!" rejoined Parkis, angrily but- 
toning up his wrap-rascal as he strode across the 
hall. — "However, — there's one comfort, old gen- 
tleman, — you 'U have to pay for your impud^iide. — 
Tbtwtime is 'most over, and ours is coming. Good night, 
old hoy, — When next we meet, you «iA ^wa ^^mxsl^ 
lady will h&YQ had to lower youi ftag\>y «. ^^^ ^^ "^^^ 
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i Already, almost before the gig was out of sight 
and hearing, the quakings of poor old Nichols ap- 
peared to justify the prediction. — Who was this 
strange messenger? — Why should Sir Jervis Mea- 
I dowes communicate through such a medium with his 
kinsman's widow and daughter? — As to Amy, her 
self-possession had deserted her the moment she 
quitted the presence of one who addressed her in a 
tone of insolence to which she was so little ac- 
customed; and when Nichols rejoined her in the 
corridor leading to the drawing-room, she was in 
tears. 

She had called him softly to h^ to enjoin that 
nothing might be said to create uneasiness to her 
mother. Enough to inform his lady that a person 
had called on business whom he had referred to the 
lawyers. — Nothing could be simpler or more likely; 
nor was Lady Meadowes of a nature to inquire over- 
anxiously concerning any matter of pecuniary in- 
terest. 

Poor Amy exerted herself more than usual that 
evening, to divert her mother's attention and prevent 
her recurring to the subject. — They talked together, 
— each trying to solace the other by assumed cheer- 
fulness, ^- of the works to be completed at Meadowes 
Court on the return of spring. — They talked together 
on many subjects; — any, but "flift owe ^«.\.\iMAi^^^ 
Aeavjr on their hearts I — _^ 
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CHAPTER X. 

"Comb and dine with me, to-day, at Bichmond, 
like a good fellow, my dear Davenport," said Hamil- 
ton Drewe to Ifls fellow -lodger, whom he was sur- 
prised and overjoyed to find still in London, early in 
the autumn, on his return firom a cruise to the Channel 
Islands. 

"Too late in the year," replied Marcus, as usual, 
busy at his easeL 

" On the contrary. This bright September sun is 
warmer than July." 

"Ay. But it don't last long enough to enable 
one, as in July, to boat or drive back pleasantly to 
town, after an overplus of Moselle-cup. One should 
never dine by candlelight at Richmond and Green- 
wich; or by daylight, in town." 

"You are so fastidious! — I want you to meet one 
or two chosen friends , — artists , — men of letters, — 
who don't belong to the Coventry." 

"Take them to the Albion, then, — or the Blue 
Posts, — or the devil," was Davenport's, churlish 
reply. 

*'Bat I particularly wisli yoM to xoii^k^^ thftir ac- 
quaint&nce; and unluckily, Bidamou^, ^\w3ti «S&sst^% 
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no temptation to you^ was one to them when I made 
the invitation. The sight of a green tree is refreshing 
to poor unfortunate fellows who spend twelve months 
of the year with their noses in an inkstand, in this 
confounded smoky town." 

"That is your mistake. London, in September and 
October, when all the blockheads of the earth have 
guns on their shoulders, or spy-glasses in their hands, 
is neither smoky nor confounded. — On the whole, I 
think there is less noise here, just now, than on the 
moors." 

Poor Drewe, perceiving that his friend was in one 
of his contradictory moods, thought it better to let him 
exhaust his bitter vein, as the shortest mode of ob- 
taining final acquiescence. 

"You asked me, yesterday," resumed Marcus, "what 
tempted me to remain in London at this empty season*, 
and as you do not often listen to answers, I replied by 
a shrug, which I left you to interpret. But if you 
really care to know the reason why I prefer Babylon 
deserted, to Babylon swarming, it is because, in the 
autumn, one is safer from idle intrusion. People who 
remain in town when Grosvenor Square and the Opera 
are closed for the season, are mostly persons having 
a purpose and occupation in life. The atmosphere, too, 
is now nearly as clear as in the fens or the High- 
lands. — I have seen a hand's bieadlli oi \i\\ife ^k?j 
aeveral times, lately. — Cocotttfs comjVexiwx S&^ w 
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yoi; msij perceive, some degrees less like a chimney- 
sweeper's than when you last saw hear smoothing her 
ruffled plumes." 

"Still, I don't see why, because you find London 
more countrified than the country, you should be less 
sociable than in the dog-days," pleaded Drewe, not 
unreasonably. "You can have no engagement, for 
there is not a soul in town." 

"I never am engaged to those whom you call souls. 
The chum whom I am sworn never to throw over is 
one Marcus Davenport, who loves to vagabondise in 
hjs own time and place. I don't care to leave my 
palette, as long as there is a clear sky. When the 
last gleam of sunshine departs, I follow it, staff in 
hand ; dine at the Travellers on the joint and a pint 
of pale -ale; and then, at half-price, to the play." 

The looks of Hamilton Drewe would have be- 
trayed some disgust at these plebeian arrangements, 
had he not stood in awe of the raillery of his out- 
spoken friend. 

"Well, take your staff, as usual; and instead of 
dining at the Travellers join us, where you will. My 
friends must give up Eichmond, since you have taken 
the Star and Garter en grippe. — You shall have your 
pale- ale and mutton elsewhere." 

"In order that you and your friends may wish me 
at some anpleasmt remote locality, all dinner-time? r— 
-^o, nol — Why can't you let me «\oTxft*^ -- \ «5si 
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really not worth your trouble, or worthy your hos- 
pitality," 

"T^flrf point, allow me to determine, /consider 
70U cheap at the money," said Drewe, laughing. "I 
have a fomgn friend, whom I picked up touring in 
the Channel Islands, a sunny -hearted fellow, whom I 
am sure you will not dislike: and a literary man, — 
not first chop, I admit: — a man without a name, — 
a sturdy labourer in the vineyard, — who embraces 
the calling as it is rarely embraced in England, and 
always in France, — as a profession, — as a trade if 
you will; a practical man, who rears his ofispring 
upon printer's ink." 

"Pho, pho, my dear Drewe. Such men there be, — 
'more power to their elbow,' as say our Dublin brothers- 
in-law. But such men dine not at Eichmond with dilet- 
tante dandies." 

"Pretty nearly what Hargood himself said to me, 
when I invited him. — However, I promised him green 
grass (just as I should have guaranteed an alderman 
green fat), and secured my man." 

"I hope you did not tell this person I was coming?" 

"I never mentioned your name. If I had, he would 
have been little the wiser. For he knows no more of 
the great world than I of the Thugs; and among lite- 
rary people the paraphe of Marcus D., you know, goes 
for nothing." 
Albeit Davenport was perfectly a-waxe oi ^'^ W^ 



I 

f 



122 I»BOGRESS 

the remark piqued him. — Of the many worlds of 
which English society is composed, the literary one 
was perhaps the one that interested him most. Pro- 
bably, as terra incognita to him; the same reason which 
rendered his own aristocratic sphere a matter of curio- 
sity to Grub Street. 

Though he still persisted in insulting Hamiltoii 
Drewe, by assuring him that his foreign protege was ^ 
probably some chevalier (Tindustrie, getting up a tour I 
with views of English society studied in a boarding- I 
house at "Volvich," and his professional man of let- . 
ters a hack, who would testify his value of the auto- 
graph of Drewe by getting it inscribed on the back of 
a bill, he agreed to join them at Bichmond; and, in 
fact, arrived at the Hotel some hours before them, in 
order to enjoy a row up the river to Hampton Court, 
and a glimpse of the pictures ; by way of atonement 
to himself for dining with so slight a thing as Hamil- 
ton Drewe. 

The consequence of this expedition was that, by 
the time he returned to Kichmond, "Mr. Drewe's party" 
was already at table ; having made considerable progress 
in the early dinner for which they had conditioned, 
and reached a second course consisting of the inevi- 
table unctuous duck and green peas, and limp jelly 
tasting of bergamot ; strengthened by tk-^ lo^ial dainty 
csUed Maids of Honour wYddi, m V^^ft ^«^^ q11^!s».% 
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nUiain of glorious and immortal memory constituted 
fricmdise of our Anglo -Batavian or Boeotian Court. 

When usliered into the little parlour nearest the 
iver, which so much resembles a canary's breeding- 
aox lined with moss and wool, Marcus Davenport, al- 
bdt unused to the apologetic mood, thought it neces- 
sary to mutter a few words of excuse for his uncere- 
monious costume, — which was that of a gallant young 
waterman fresh from the oar, and scarcely fit to en- 
counter the scrutiny of Monsieur le Vicomte de Gruge- 
monde, who was in full dinner- dress, — undergoing 
the slow torture of a stiff white choker, and a new 
pair of varnished boots. 

It was not however to him, with his little semi- 
bearded kid's face, and jeune premier costume, that 
Davenport addressed his apologies. — There was a 
plain, stem, hard-featured man seated at the right 
land of Hamilton Drewe, whose deliberate scrutiny, 
on his free-and-easy entrance into the room, somewhat 
abashed him. — To each, however, he directed one 
of those awkward nods which a shy Englishman calls 
a bow; in return for an equally awkward muttering of 
names on the part of their host, such as a shy Eng- 
lishman calls an introduction. 

In order to fill up the pause which is apt to follow 
he entrance of a stranger, Hamilton Drewe endea- 
^ared to resume the mauvaises plai«antcries Vj ^^SkSok 
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"Come and dine with i 
like a good fellow, my dear^^ 
ton Drewe to liis fellow-lo ^ 
prised and overjoyed to *»«--, 
the autumn, on his return fri " 
Islands. 

"Too late in the year," 
busy at his easel. 

"On the contrary. Thi- 
warmer than July." 
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becomes more merciful to the peculiarities of his nearesit 
neighbour across the Channel; and the Frenchman 
less prone to believe that his own habits give the law 
to the world." 

"We have certainly been a trifle liberalised by in- 
tercommunication," said Hargood. "English enterprise , 
has served to depreciate the importance of that goose- | 
down chimera called English comfort. Colonisation iB 1 
the real schoolmaster abroad, to teach useful knowledge 
to John Bull: and we have derived other valuables be- i 
sides nuggets from Australia and New Zealand." 

"Let us drink to the Extirpation of National Pre- 
judice," cried Hamilton Drewe, who felt perhaps that 
his position as host was the only one he could main- 
tain to advantage. 

"I will drink to anything and everything else you 
please," retorted Davenport, filling his glass. "The 
wine is not particularly good; but the sentiment far 
worse. I speak both as man and artist. Extinguish 
national prejudice, and nationality will follow; and 
with it, all local colouring. The absurd introduction 
of the fez into Turkey and bonnet into Spain, has 
stripped those countries of half their individuality. 
The climate has not changed with the lapse of cen- 
turies; why should the costume?" 

"Why, indeed," rejoined Grugemonde; "except that, 
as we have been released from liaubexka and coats 
of mail' bjr the invention of gxixvgo^^k'^jt^ %.tA ^Q\a. 



I AND PBBJUDICE. 127 

ir^ perpetual woollen hj the invention of register- stOTt^s, 
JBcl I see no reason why we should accoutre ourselves like 
)jf] the good •King Dagobert, or Queen Bertha of distaff 



"Some sayer of clever spitefdlnesses , — who was 
it? — Horace Walpole, I think — used to say, that 
be hoped he might die before Capability Brown; as he 
OD ^ ihould like to see the Kingdom of Heaven before he 
began to improve it," observed Captain Davenport. 
"I certainly rejoice that I saw India before it was 
stripped of its picturesque shawls and filmy draperies. 
The first steamboat on the Ganges, indeed, had even 
then left a desecrating trace; and lawn-sleeves effected 
their worst to destroy the fervid impulses of Brahmini- 
cal idolatry. Still, the foot of Dr. Hooker had set no 
mark on the Himalaya ; or the varnished boots of our 
aribstocratic sportsmen, in the Cingalese jungles. — I 
am grateful for having viewed the face of Oriental na- 
ture, pure and undefiled." 

"Without a daub of rouge, or a rag of Brussels 
lace!" added the Frenchman, jocosely. 

"I quite agree with you, my dear Davenport," 
interposed Drewe, who was growing a little muzzy. 
"Give me the highest perfection of art, or the mildest 
and purest aspect of nature: no medium, Sir, — no 
I medium!" 

I "If Buch he your election, Biew^^ ^wsl «t^ ^«t 
' from agreeing with me," rejoined Da-ven-^ot^^ — ^^f^. 
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was prepared to go any distatiee out of Mu wa^r to 
aroid coineiding with so flimsy a philosopBer; '^The 
purest nature, if you will. But if by the lughest per- 
fection of art you mean, as I believe you do, ihe 
most polished surface of fashionable society, in Lon- 
don, Paris, or any other capital ^ I etiter my protdst 
Dissentient because there is ho analogy between my 
nature and theirs. I was not born for such an otder 
of society." 

"Not horn for it?" reiterated Drewe, who ww 
rather proud of the Honourable prefixed to the pA* 
tronymic of his friend. 

"Not bom for it," calmly repeated Darenport 
** There is a Newmatket for men^ as for beasts* My 
family have belonged for some generations to ihe 
class of barn-door nobility, ■ — ennobled squires, — 
without a notion or an ambition beyond their keimel 
and park paling. Nor, (if you will permit me to re- 
sume where you interrupted me,) was I evet trained 
to it. The impulses of my temperament Were not 
subdued in early youth to caper in a lady's chamber* 
My hours and inclinations are not those of the fine 
world; and I don't value the fine world enough to 
change them. I can't live among folks who talk only 
of the stable or the kitchen — " 

"Hardly a fair definition of the sportsman, and 
the gastronome l^^ said Drewe, beginning to be alarmed 
Jffst Monsieur le Vicomte, a memfeet o^ ^^ ^^^^ 



Ck^b und ihs^ MQtitqrfh^ mg}f>t stmpeet his new ac- 
jw^tancQ of hms f^ tmik' 

^^l d^t^t ^ (m^m finsi mH to iFrench wineff, 
^f^ p«j9 frtfJi," <?0»tHatte4 J)ftve^poi^t, seeing Mb drift. 
"Aft liv^rrjigbted rpo}ft giv^ ^^e the t^ad-aohe. L? 
ibftili, J pr9fi»r flQwiy in wbkb my intellecta, senges, 

"Tw.vwld ^y^ b^en Imppwt, th^n, ^g^ tiimef 

Whes wild in woods the noble sayage ran? ** 

said Harg€|^, ftQ^OB^d bjr l^f^ pe^nriftgl^ BU^nsciou^ 



''Sftl^pi^ t]^ fURP^g fin^ l^di^s find gentiemen*, 
(nih^iiaft iRPr^ on 4 par with WJ companions. But I 
mi i|Q»g)n« a ffie^iiw ft^ta of society, highly 
»l^(AHhlo« I Ji*v0 ew>y^ it in my time — I hop© 
*() WU^y it i»€^« I wiU ^ pfiy tbftt I am enjoying 
it now; lest my Mend Drewe, who usually mistak^fif 
«^, %\m^i m&S^i me Qf ^i^dyis?;^ Bnt surely it is 
|jq|6 |or 09i^ »n4 cigari5»? 9x w» sh^ be running our 
baMi fot(> ^e ipH^l hoi^9 wi^o\^t s^ mnc|i as having 
hoard tH« «hinif^ fit midmgbt." 

M ^ night wm^ diy, m^ brightenipd almost intp 
iriMrmth by a ftrtJ Sept^mbeir moon, — the vintage 
m^n ftf FriM^ci^, so apt tp 4^teTmin^ fine weather, — ^ 
the QiUMft^to repmad to the garden to smoke; where, 
j» tibe comrs9 of their lounge, the leA isv^lt^ %<^ 
j^^eeMy bfipwam l^^venpprt aoA Bjaxgoodi ^iku^X ^^. 

ProfftwtimdPrv'udiee. /. ^ 
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the moment arrived for returning to town, it wa 
agreed that they should charter the same Hanson 
Congeniality of feeling and opinion soon ripened int 
acquaintance; and as much pleasant talk ensued ai 
before they reached Hyde Park Comer, might ha^ 
been condensed into a striking article for the oldei 
number of Blackwood or newest of Fraser. — Ei 
they parted, their addresses had been mutually e^ 
changed. Neither thought it necessary to apologis 
for not inviting the other to a palace: -r- for hot 
Vere men of plain sense and simple dealing. 
. Edward Hargood, however, had by twenty yeai 
the advantage or disadvantage of his new Mend. Hi 
nature was more crabbed, his clay was harder set 
nor was his severe philosophy mitigated by thi 
innate love of the beautiful, which Hamilton Dre^v 
called aesthetic, and his brother-officers had been woi 
to call bosh. 

Even Davenport was struck, at his first visit, b 
the bareness and squareness of the domicile of hi 
new acquaintance: a first-floor over an npholsterer'i 
in one of those streets of Soho now occupied b 
pianoforte or soda-watier manufacturers, or other seekei 
after space: attesting by their liberality of proportio 
the correctness of Macaulay's statement, that thi 
quarter of the town was long the favourite resort c 
rresltb and fashion. — A looBiy «\»kc«j&^^ ^^ ^bic 
the Maid Moor proved its ^tb to \>b ^"^^^ ^ ^"^^ 
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ventioa of stair -; carpets, ascended hy low, well- 
giaduated steps to a lobby wide enough to contain 
one of the mouse-trap mansions of the purlieus of 
Hyde Park; from which opened the spacious, comfort- 
less apartments of the drudge of letters. 

The meagre spider-legged furniture was probably 
coeral with the house: — a ponderous writing-table 
covered with discoloured black leather, being the only 
L modem appTirtenance. — But although this and every 
I other spot in the room where books or papers could 
be laid was loaded with unbound volumes, in boards 
or cloth, the strictest order and cleanliness prevailed. 
— Nothing of the dust and confusion of a lawyer's 
office. The hearth was neatly swept. The frames of 
two hideous pictures, the only ornament of those 
desolate walls, were encased in muslin; and the 
fiaces of the portraits they contained, — a cross- 
looking clergyman in gown and bands, and a des- 
ponding, middle-aged lady well deserving to be his 
partner for life, — might have been subdued into a 
pleasanter aspect by the decorous orderliness over 
which' &ey presided. 

Hamilton Drewe had incidentally informed Daven- 
port that Hargood was a widower. 

^'He must have daughters, though; or probably, a 
maiden sister,*' was the reflection of Marcus. ''None 
hat A woman ever tyrannises sufSideii^l^ iu «^ V^iss^^* 
hold, to produce such neatness as ITmlS^^ 
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There was sometJiing dispiriting » liowever, h M 
muck preciseness. •*-*- Though sccrcelj five mioslfli 
elapsed before Hargood, in a grey eaaolet wrappflC) 
made his appearance from an inner rooWf JhKmr 
port had found leisnre to fancy Ubntelf in i^ MovaTUia 
settlement. 

^^I am glad yon have not forgotten yoor provide)" 
said his host; *^and still more so that you have 80 
timed your visit as to enable me to r^eive yon* 
Saturday is my holiday; and this momiz^g, m; 
week's work was done and sent off, To-morrov 
Z devote to reading; — often the heavier work of ^m 
two." 

[Davenport was about to remark on ibe pleasan* 
facility of "skip," — of turning over a doll page, o] 
laying a heavy volume on the sh^f. But l^ a pe 
tiuliar glance directed by Hargood towards a pile Q 
works, evidently fresh from the press and guiltless o 
the intervention of a circulating or "select" libravy 
he inferred, and justly, that the reading of BjurgOiH 
was professional; the reading of the critic, not of tbn 
book-worm, or bbok-butterfly. — Himself the fllave o 
his wilful will, he could readily ixBAgine that ^ua 
reading must be hard labour without ei^twiiatiiig cir 
cumstances. — He began to understmid the vftliie o 
the dull and grave monotonous room, intwppsiag m 
extraneous temptations between & Wk and th« readei 
04i compulsion. 
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*' W« ImA » ple$Msat dinner the other night at 
Richmond/' resumed Hargood; ^^pleasanter than I ever 
tifetit%d to etijaj in the company of yonng Drewe: — 
til afinable, woli^intentioned young fellow, who has 
pkvmufy taiglaken his vocation.'' 

"I'm afraid so, — I'm sadly afraid so." 

^^ These are not timiBs," resumed Hargood, "for 
what used to be called *a young gentleman with a 
pretty taste for poetry,' to be written up into notice 
by partial critics. — Good poetry, — strong prpse, — 
will always find readers: but education for the mil- 
lion has placed the parts of speech at too low a 
premium 9 for a moderate use of them, if addressed to 
the public, to be regarded otherwise than an im- 
pertinence. — I have known the elder Drewe these 
dozen years past, as an old donkey browsing on the 
wastes of Science. Through him I became acquainted 
with his ward: to whom I wish humbler ambitions 
than iniate his empty head: for his heart is in the 
right place." 

Davenport could not help wondering whether his 
own intellectual pretensions were as coolly and im- 
partiaUy weighed in Hargood's balance, as those of 
his friend. 

"Hamilton Dre^e is independent iti means and 
posMvD,^ was all be hazarded in ti^pVj. ''''\\»\& ^^"vw^ 
tbiBg- that, mder auch advantage oi dos^^^vsofiUM^Q 



134 PBOGBUSS 

he should prefer Paternoster to Botten Bow, a&d the 
Athenaeum to the Coventry." 

"I don't agree with you, Mr. Davenport,'* replifld 
Btargood, with his most knock-me-down air. "He who 
is not with us, is against us. — Young Drewe's wml 
is at the Coventry. Let his body go and keep it 
company. He has adopted literature simply as a 
means of notoriety, without any real sympathy for the 
cause of letters; and it is these maudlin poets who, 
after too copiously imbibing the water, or rather milk- 
and-water, of Helicon, 'sicken the public with flidr 
drivelling; and beget a belief that the age for poetry 
is past. — It is not past. Sir. The world has a right 
to become more fastidious *as it attains riper years: 
and it will not accept mica for gold." y 

"I have no great fault to find with my elegiac 
friend," replied Davenport, who, when bow-wowed, 
was apt to bark again. — "He is a good-natured, 
easy, unmeaning fellow, — not near so great an im- 
postor as the learned Pundit his relation. But even 
old Wroughton has his use in the world. His fassy 
officiousness is invaluable in vivifying 'those thousand 
moribund societies and institutions ending in logical,' 
which, like a boa-constrictor, seem to subsist on a 
monthly meal; and afterwards lie torpid." 

"Yes, — I believe the old gentleman has his use," 
replied JSargood. "But I own 1 look on «n<sk ^oo^le 
^s interlopers. It is perhaps "b^^iaM^^^ «i ^iomY^jsn 
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hboitrer in the vineyard, and following literature as a 
ealling, I feel a little jealous of the idlers who come 
plucking off the half-ripe grapes, and spoiling my 
market. My gorge rises against amateurs: — amateur 
actors, always more stagey than the stage; — amateur 
dramatists, who steal the stolen goods of our trans- 
lators j — amateur painters, who — " 

"Come, come, come!" interrupted Davenport. "If 
Drewe have failed to apprise you of my usurped vo- 
cation, know me as one of the race you are about to 
denounce. — / am an amateur artist" 

"I ought to have guessed it, from your preferring 
the other day, Yandyck and Lely to turtle and lobster 
cutlets! — But again I find my vineyard trenched 
upon. I have a daughter who is an artist, — a pro- 
fessional artist. — Stay," said he, rising and opening 
the door through which he had made his entrance, 
"you shall give me your opinion of her talents. 
Mary! — I am bringing a gentleman into your stu- 
dio," he continued, ushering Mark Davenport into a 
-chamber still more spacious than the sitting-room; in 
which the concentrated light feU full upon an easel 
at which a young girl was working. She scarcely 
raised her eyes, alid not at all her voice, as they 
entered. — Her dress, an artist's grey blouse of the 
simplest form and meanest material, imparted little 
, charm to her somewhat insignificant figure*^ and when, 
£itruck bjr tbQ masterly exQCXitioxi o£ W ^Qi£»B^^l>«i^ 
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port found it itnpOBilible t6 i^t$^ tti ttokkiAitiM rf 
snrprise and admiration, she alfrwfy ixaoAi npl^nllfe 
a pair of wondering dark eyes; ad tf Hie VIdM tf 
praise was to htt an unknown tongas* 

Nothing could bo more finbdned than hot M. 
Her cheek was colourless. Ber lips MdileleM. Milrf 
Hargood was evidently a houftehbld tictim. Davifr 
port had been impressed at the Richmond dinner hf 
. the contemptuous and arbitrary tone in Winch Htf- 
good spoke of the weaker sea. The firoits were be- 
fore him. This calm sad*- looking little giil of 
eighteen, in her grey gown, who was painting m 
men rarely and women never paint at eight^and- 
thirty, evidently knew not llie meaning of a will of 
her own. 

The work on which Mary Hargood WIM 6«cnpi^ 
waft a copy of Murillo's *^ Assumption of the Virgin," 
which the paints himself recopied so often, theugh 
not half often enough for the reqtdrettientis ef posterity; 
and while Marcus looked over h^ sheulder With un- 
ceasing wonder and delight, he could bairdly tuft* 
ciently admire the vigour of her tench, -^ the eo^ 
rectness of her eye^ 

'Tour copy, MiM Hafgood,** said he, *' nearly 
equals the original!" 

'^Have you ever seen the oiiglnal, that yon can 
utter so gross a piece of flatteryP" she c^td^^f re\|lied, 
without lilting her eyes from tii^ caxi^%a« 
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^I lia^ Mm thd pi«ta^ hi ih» Loiivr6, AHi the 
lilBitt Oiie »t Latiftdowiie Hdtis6. Bat I alluddL t6 
tfcb Me ydu ai« eddying." 

"Kot r^ dirtttult for hto to cquill, ft)t it i« beir 
^'' &i«Mrp^>fie4 h^ fkther, abrtiptlj. **lt iil the fitilt 
eopy alto M^itille sh^ ^eeuted; at the BHti&h Ini^ti- 
toeioti, Hrhet^ ii woii the d^cdnd pHee. We sold it fot 
Cfteefi gaiiieAls, -^ a handsome priee. I'he deali^^ irh6 
purchased it soon obtained an order for a fiecbnd 
wpy. titit Maty h<iil hd Idng^r the original to work 
ft«m; imd feeU that it will bd inferior to th6 first 
For 1^ tti«i^iif(^6 she itit^nds only to ai^k twdv6 
g^uineas." 

"it id worth tott titiieft, twenty times the money!" 
r^liied DaV^port with enthusiasm. Bat it grated a 
blile tipoli hid «at t6 h^ar the buying and selling of 
the ybung arfiBfil w(ak» do Crudely alluded td in her 
j^reMnMid. 8h6 ^d not jdin, indeed, in the ednv^rfta* 
tidn^ biit i^ttt calmly panting on, as if aectistomed 
to be treated ad a nonentity. 

"Har6 ydu anything «Ue to dhdiT this gentlemiin?'^ 
inquired her father, in a tone of severe authority, 
whi<iih DatenpoH feared would ptddhee a peevidh ne- 
^live* Instead of which, dhe 4nietly l^d adide her 
pideMe, Imd ^dttshed ft poMfdlio. 

"Nothing but sketches,** Mi dhe, pladng the book 
on a ohsir for hi» tMtOr'i inspectioti^ ka^ ity^^XLlVj 
iwtming bet Work. 
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^We will take it with us* into the other room 
glance over the drawings ,^^ said her father to Marci 
placing it under his arm, and carrying it and his i 
luctant guests off together. '^We should interrupt I 
by staying here; and Mary cannot afford to be id 
I was reading to her when you came in. But that 
no interruption. She is used to it. Mary has rec 
yed most of her lessons from me while occupied 
her easel.^^ 

"A heavy pull upon the faculties," observed Dav( 
port, asHargood drew after him the heavy black d( 
^f the studio. — "Are you not afraid, my dear Sir, 
overtaxing her fine genius?" 

**Fine whatV' cried Hargood, almost with mdigi 
tion. "You don't call it a proof of genius, I ho 
to make a tolerable copy of one of Murillo's pictures 

"I call this a proof of genius," replied his visil 
holding at arm's length an exquisite landscape 
Water -colours, which Hargood had taken from 
portfolio and placed in his hand. "The composit 
is exquisite; the aerial perspective, by Jove, as f 
as Turner's!" 

"If it were, it wotild be worth hundreds of pound 
was the cold calculating rejoinder. "And for the b 
of Mary's drawings, I have never been able to 
more than a couple of guineas." 

Again, Davenport felt dlBgusted. Still more 
when, hj 4 pjoaer survey of t\i^ igs>^lo^^x >ckft ^w^ 
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(was duiding with an artist as imaginatiye in design as 
superior in the mere mechanism of her art. 
**How hard she must have worked to have attain- 
I ed, at so early an age, such perfection! ^^ murmured he, 
[ musing aloud. 

"Hard, indeed! — But Mary has had great advan- 
tages. — Turner, Constable, Etty, all of them my 
friends, overlooked her early progress. She exhibited, 
indeed, an almost equal talent for music. But the 
career of a public performer, Captain Davenport, is 
far from desirable; so that pretension I nipped in the 
bud; and should she be lucky in the first work she 
exhibits, my daughter will probably realise nearly as 
much money as an artist. Angelica Kaufmann made 
a rapid fortune." 

"I should much like, if you would permit me," 
said Davenport, "to express to Miss Hargood before 
i go the delight which these exquisite works of hers 
have afforded me." 

"Better let it alone. The fewer compliments the 
better!" said the matter-of-fact father, tying the ferret 
strings of the shabby portfolio with as much indiffer- 
ence as he would have corded a portmanteau. "Mary 
is a good girl, and must not be spoiled. — For the 
last five years, ever since her mother's death, she has 
been working as hard as I have, to ]fiov\dft tiba mfi&nas 
of giving her young brothers a aoM d«b^«wwi^^^ftias»r 



Mn. I d6 not WtiHt Il^r to fad distiirlNid by fliitt«ry; 
or her time WAsted fay idlld tiflitots.*' 

Dayent>ort felt thftt it WOnld be a relief to Wa fed- 
ings to take one of the qtiatto VoliiMed (^ Johii«k>n*« 
Dictionary from the table, and discharge it at ihil hdad 
of this dry mercenary father, a9 the great lexicographer 
^d at the head of a shabby bookseller. 

"My friend Drewe did not apprise me^ Mr. Har* 
good, that you were so fartunate in ^e talents of 
your family," said he gravely, having overmastered the 
inrpulse. 

"How should he? — He knows not that I have a 
child belonging to me I — Had I informed a rich man 
like young Drewe that my daughter was painting for 
the benefit of her family, he would have thought it 
necessary to give her an order; besides perhaps be- 
setting the girl with the compliments you were pre- 
paring just now. You are in a different position. 
Tou have given me grounds to surmise that you are a 
poor man; and by your own accomplishments, are ca- 
pable of appreciating hent meritii^ without forcing your- 
self on us as a patron." 

"Nevertheless, if you would permit me," stammer- 
ed out Davenport, — though little subject to shyness, 
"and if Miss Hargood were willing to re-copy a se- 
eaad time the picture on which she is engaged, I 
ah&Qld be overjoyed to pay lot it d<^\sJbU the f tiee 
^sft^wt bjr her present employiect^ 
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'^1 viU fipMfc to hfir AlM>ut it/* xapU^ Biirgoad, 
Qftldlf. ''Ail aU e¥«at9, I BhQu^i not fifmmt jm, t9 
p»y I^QM di«» ibe B(wk«t-priw; to^ws, qq dejirery, 
iqperior ttMontipn wucrauted ftn ftdvAQ^/' 

'*I confess/' said Davenport, seeking to pro]pi|g 
bit Tiait, in mvm b^pe thajt iha larg^ ))l«e;k; door 
tnig^t n^wi wvplve <m its hinge*, — "J cpirfwi to f» 
Rreaknes^ ia fayour of MimllQ. I p^rfer lii# Bxj^j^^ F^r 
Doilifig to these of my o&m painter,'' 

"To ©¥«n iUph*ers?" 

"Even Baphael's. To xske, the YU^im Qf ttQ Jte* 
liaa artist ure tpo spirituiil; and ap oppQ9ite to thi9 
oaideoi of Gialilee (whQiQ I havfi E|tu4ie4« ^^ 19a¥'' 
good^ &oe to facp,) as if the Pipdeb whif^h 9at fov 
iiem bad been Fimoiuck^rs." 

*' We are not bound to ii»agine thftt Mwy of fr^* 
lee reses^led mj other ds^Mhtor pf the l^iod- 7iff 
iy part, nothing ^^rpi^jises me wpcre tbai^ the i^iidiaci^ 
»f . the fljrtist who fiisst e)nd6S(y(Huied to pai^t fi Mi^j 
pModlj; — tiniest, indeed, it w^e tb^ i^spir^d St 
Luke. As a lover of painting, I have a strong g^j^ 
ral ol^eetioa tp Seriptare sutrjeotfti" 

'* Yet yon wUl hardly den^j that the W*s bftv^ 4ttn« 
nuxlj as mueb 4k the pulpit, t^v^urdu tbe dj£isipA q( 
Cbristiaia^?" 

*^And not a liifle t^ ita do<9inkeiM;« -^ N^aji 1 Vfk 
oH sure that the >^plrmou^ sprf^d of M^ami^da*^ 
tt8n ia not partly i^ttributable tp i^s ^o^eii^tiAi. <)£, 
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all representation of the human face, and consequently | 
to the absence of all physical representation of the di- 
vinity. Your favourite Murillo, for instance, who 
copied his Marys from the water-carriers of Ma- 
drid — " 

"The very origin of their truthfulness!" interrupt- 
ed Davenport. "The human touch, the working of 
the muscles of the heart pourtrayed in their faces, is 
wholly wanting in those fair ineffable simperers of 
Eaphael. — Nothing interests, — nothing searches the 
heart like the Eeal. This book,'' continued Daven- 
port, snatching up a volume of Jane Eyre , which had 
recently appeared and was lying under critical sen- 
tence upon Hargood's reading-desk, — "this book, by 
which I have been lately enthralled, is in my opinion 
the most remarkable specimen of autobiography pub- 
lished since the most shameless but most forcible of 
all works of the kind — Eousseau's Confessions. 
And why? — because it is the daguerrotyped picture 
of a human heart, in all its strength and all its weak- 
ness.'* 

"I am glad you like the book; for I have marked 
it down for especial praise," replied Hargood. — "For 
me, it possesses a peculiar and melancholy interest, 
as the History of a Governess; — a class with which 
my own life has been miserably connected. But now, 
mjr dear SiTf I must send you away^ or Mary will 
Mlaaken over her labour, poor gix\> \i\ ^^ TiRXx^tocik 
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to cheer her up with a chapter or two of the Vestiges 
of Creation." 

Davenport took a reluctant leave. He fancied that 
Ms conversation might have . supplied for pleasanter 
topics to lighten the professional labours of poor 
Maiy Hargood. 



I 
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CHAPTER XI. 

''I*M sura, my dear Doctor, I don't Jfj^ow h^W 7 
shall ever break it to her," was the closing remark ( 
good, gruff old Bumabj to Mr. Henderson after 
long discussion between them of some unpleasai 
tidings communicated bj Messrs. Preston of Cardin{ 
ton, relative to the Meadowes estate. '^One cai 
leave such a task to the lawyers. Their hateful ted 
nicalities would confuse her mind. — One or other ' 
us must tell her the plain truth, in the simplest manne 
But by Jove! I've hardly courage to take this di 
agreeable business on myself." 

"There is no need, my dear Doctor," replied tl 
Sector mildly. "The undertaking does not alarm m 
The scenes of grief and anxiety we have witnessi 
this autumn, have rather /hardened my heart towari 
mere mercenary distresses. As to Lady Meadowes, 
know no woman on earth more thoroughly disinte 
ested;' 

"Disinterested, as it is easy to be, and as i 

women fancy themselves , in despising imaginary mi 

lions, and supposititious diamond coronets! — Aft 

that fashion f you or I might disdain the throne 

^j)ajp, or the wealth of liki© luSofea. ^^xX. i^^^ ^^3 
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it comes to a question of bread and bntter, — ^ when 
it comes to being tamed out of the house where^ jon, 
have lived happily for the last thirty years — " 

^^But the -ejectment is not yet certain/' pleaded 
Mr. Henderson, in a reprehensive tone, 

"I don't know what you'd have I — Our friends 
the Prestons strongly advise our not bringing the bu* 
siness to trial. They have taken the best legal opi- 
nions. Three leading conveyancers have decided that 
tiie objection to Sir Mark's disposal of the property, 
is fatal. Those fine and recovery questions, to us a 
mystery, are points clearly laid down by the law of 
the land: and the only wonder is, how Sir Mark Mea- 
dowes and his father before him, to both of whom the 
custom of Kadensford Manor must have been perfectly 
familiar, allowed themselves to neglect it. As to Sir 
Mark, there's no forgiveness for kim^ — with a daughter 
« — and such a daughter, — unprovided for*" 

** There is no forgiveness for his having squander- 
ed away the six thousand a-year which he originally 
inherited. As to this unfortunate forfeiture of the 
Meadowes Court estate to the heir-at-law, the family 
attorneys, whoever they were at the time, are solely 
to blame. In matters of business, Sir Mark was a 
mere child." 

'^At fifty^nine, no man has a right to remain a 
child in matters of business. It is cvilg^Jalft^ Svt^ — 
^ 18 belnouB, ^ -^ 

Proffress and Pr^'udice. /. \Q 
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^*In tiba eyes of txj doth, my dear Doctor^'* re- 
joined the Beetor, '^tli^re are many lees pardonable 
transgressicme.'* 

''But all this don't help ne towards otur explana- 
tion with the poor dear lady,'' cried Dr. Burnaby. 
♦'Would you hare me pave me the way, pray, by a 
hint or two to Miss Amy; or will you at onee blurt it 
but to her mother?" 

"I will explain it, with proper caution to her mo* 
iher. But I am mistaken if I do not find Lady Mea* 
dowes rise at onoe Ui the level of her position J' 

^^Fall at onoe, you mean," 

"Fall, if you wilL But suoh a trial, nobly en- 
countered, is, in my opinion, a step upward, — a step 
leading to the skies." 

"I'm glad you see it in <my favourable Ught. I 
could be content to spare them such an advantage,** 
said the more worldly-minded old doctor. "Four 
hundred a-year for the support of two delicate help- 
less creatures, accustomed to all the luxuries of 
life — " 

"To all its comforts, — not to all its luxuries,** 
pleaded the Bector, "And reflect how great a hlees- 
ing it is that ihey have four hundred a*yearl Unless 
the careless man, whom you admit was h child in 
matters of business, bad charged the estate on his 
marriage with his wife's dowry> they would have been 
sbsolately penniless. Tlie &Io^\l ^xA tocaa^sosL^ ^ 
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re- 1 MeadowM Oourt will not sell for «0 1,200; and that 
bit I miseiAble pittanoe might have been their alll^' 

"Yon are right , my deax friend, as you usually 
are, and aa most people are who look to the sunny 
aide of thingir," replied Dr. Bumaby. ^^May you be 
able to satiflfy this poor widow ad readily as you have 
silenoed ine« And now, with your leave, while you 
make the plunge, 1^11 drive on to the Manor House, 
and kt Lady Harriet know how matters stand. She 
will be of service to us in helping to temper the wind 
to these shorn lambs.'' 

The Sector of Badensford who , though he made 
the best of an irretrievable grievance, was deeply 
troabled by the darkened prospects of Amy and her 
mother, experienced some reluctance at the idea of 
their misfortune becoming so soon a matter of noto« 
liety in the neighbourhood. But it could not be 
helped. Sir Jervis Meadowes showed every intention 
of bringing matters to a speedy crisis. Perhaps it was 
as well that the ice should be broken at once. 

Little however did he surmise, — little did even 
the kind-hearted busUing Dr. Bumaby imagine when 
be drove tip to the door of the Manor House, how ex« 
tenaive a castle in the air his visit was fated to bring 
down. 

IVom the period of her hospitable housing of the 
Ueadowes family, three months before, ^oot L^id^ 

/' JIaniet had led as unqmet life. Witli aW \ie£ td^a«a» 
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on her own infallibility, sbe had been at times alm( 
puzzled; with all her confidence in the superiority 
principle innate in herself and her family, she h 
been more than once inclined to self-condemnation. 
The heart of her nephew, London-man and calk 
as he appeared, had been wounded to the quick 
the afflictions of the Meadowes family, aggravated 
a conviction that he had been the means of conveyi 
the fatal infection to the good old baronet: and he 
signed himself by degrees, but without much oi 
struggle, to the passion which had in fact origina 
his ill-fated visit to Meadoi?fes Court. Towards Ar 
happy, laughing, prosperous, and a trifle comter 
tuous , he might have maintained his dignified resei 
But the interest she had evinced in his indispositi 
as well as her subsequent sorrows, and patience un 
suffering, had impelled him to throw off at once 
ungracious armour of defence. On his sick-bed, f 
scarcely yet redeemed from the shadow of death, 
not only admitted to himself that, if he recovei 
Amy Meadowes would be the wife of his choice i 
wife of his heart, but made no secret of it to his ai 
Even Lady Harriet had been sufficiently dismouta 
from her pedestal of pride by so close an encoui 
with the grisly enemy who makes small distinct 
between ennobled clay and plebeian, that she refri 
ed irom indulging in the sermons and prohibitions 
which she had endeavoured, to iox^^XAN. ^i2cA «^« >^ 
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"I will do aU I can for you, my dear boy," said 
sbe, whea her nephew's now nerveless hand enfolded 
her own, while endeavouring to secure her good of- 
fices in .his favour. "But I give you little hope, Wil- 
liam, — I have often heard your father and mother 
applaud the firmness of the Davenports in discounten- 
ancing their brother's mesalliance; and I am convinced 
neither Sir Henry nor my sister would ever give their 
consent to your marriage with the daughter of a 
governess." 

"A woman derives her position in life from her 
&ther, dear aunt, not from her mother." 

"She derives her nature and instincts from both. 
I confess that, equally with your parents, I dread and 
detest the influence of ignoble blood. — WeU! don't 
take away your hand, Willy. You have retained me 
as your advocate: and, as I said before, I wiU do my 
best" 

"No one does their best. Aunt Harriet, where their 
own opinions or prejudices are adverse., But when 
inll you write? — When will you endeavour to sound 
my mother about the best mode of attacking my 
father?" 

"No hurry, my dear child. — You are as yet 

searcely able to sit up. Besides, Amy, in her present 

deep affliction, is no object for courtship. — It would 

be an offence hotb to her and her mother ^^^idl\x^\^3& 

stjmcb a thing. — Get well, — gel Bttoug, ■^*'S!4^ 
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Let OB endeavour to recover gome degree <if calmness 
after all the ahooks we have undergone: «nd vl^ 
upon it, I will lose no time in opening a way fbi 
what I fear yon will find a stormy disoassion.*' 

The moment for snch a disclomire was, howefex 
more favourable than was dreamed of in her ladyship' 
philosophy. The Eustaces, male and female, were i 
a mood unusually humane. They were both grat^ 
to Providence, and ashamed of themselves! tiiankft 
that their only son had been spared to them; ashame 

"that they should have risked the lives of others b 
despatching him firom the midst of infeetian, i 
Badensford Manor; and at the announcement of h 
danger, have hesitated about hurrying to his bedsidi 
— When, therefore. Lady Harriet eventually annoui 
ced that he was about to return home still enfeeUt 
by his terrible malady, and dispirited by having 1 
communicate to them a circumstance, — an attacl 
ment, -^ little likely to meet with their a^robatio] 
they prepared themselves to meet the wovsl with pi 
tience. — ^ At all events , they would not endanger tl 
convalescence of the invalid by premature oppositio 
to his wishes. 

When he made his appearmce at last, wan, waste< 
nervous, these good intentions were confirmed. Thea 
were tears in his molherV eyes; and never had B 
Hewrjr been so near the Tsrge of an emotion^ aa whc 

4/s son iv-^ntered the hall o£ Ina ioxfefiad^i:! ^ H&s^'^ 
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of biiiig cotiv«7ed, ag at one time they apprehended^ 
to tiie fattiilj vault. *^ Even Mir. Eustace Hmself was 
lofficieiitlj salisied of their kindly feelings towards' 
him, to postpone till the morrow tidings likely to 
raffle iheb good understanding. 

Before the flowing lava of parental tenderness had 
fovnd time to harden, a letter from the Manor House 
Accomplished Lady Harriet's promise to her nephew, 
that she wonld do her best as his advocate. By ap 
prising the Eustaces that at the death of her mother, 
Amy would come into an unincumbered estate of 
two-aad-'twenty hundreds a-year, she removed from . 
their minds all superfluous scruples. Sir Henry 
thought it neoessaxy, indeed, for the sake of consistent 
ef, to accompany his pompous *^ assent to his intended 
proposals to the daughter of the late Sir Mark Mea* 
dowesy*' with a declaration that he ought to hare done 
better*, that, for the last three generations, the Eus- 
taees had intermamed with the peerage, so that th.ey 
had not a single low connexion or objectionable rela- 
tive; whereas there was no surmising to what humilia- 
tion they might not hereafter be exposed by such a 
blot on their scutcheon as the origin of the present 
Lady Meadowes. But he by no means forbad the 
match. He even promised to make suitable settle- 
ments; and to talk over with his man of business the 
proper amount of jointure and pin-money. 

The Jbemrt of the yoiung lovot let.'tgt ^'in^ii^\i^A. iX 
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the sound. ^ Never in lus life had he been so i 
except when, after a two hours* homily « hil • 
agreed to settle his book on his first Derby: 
never, even then, had he been half so fervent oil 
so sincere in expressions of gratitude. — r He la 
to rush back into Grloucestershire that very day; 
place his heart and hand at the feet of the good i 
precious being whom he accused himself of haViBgl 
presumed to slight and depreciate. It was only 1)6^ I A£ 
cause aware that the gates of Meadowes Court 
closed against intrusion by the sacredness of family 
affliction, that he contented himself with pouring oifc 
his hopes and feelings in a letter more voluminoni 
than judicious, which he forthwith despatched to J^bAj 
Harriet, to be placed in the hands of poor Amy at thft 
first favourable moment. 

" Of course, my dearest sister," wrote Lady Louisa, 
by the same post, ^^we are not a little grieved and 
disappointed. We had expected that a young man, 
circumstanced like William, would form an unex- 
ceptionable match. But God^s will be done! — It 
might have been worse. — The conduct' of Lady Mea- 
dowes in m'arried life has been such as in some 
measure to efface the stigma of her origin; and as 
Sir Henry has generously sacrificed his feelings on 
this grievous occasion, and consented to a step on 
which his son has unfortunately set his heart, lose no 
time, dearest Harriet, in Iwmgmg \k^ ^ck&^^^^^W«^ 
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ftjEPair to an issue. Till it is settled, 'Vmiiam will re- 
cover neither his JErtrength nor his looks; and I do not 
wish the cause of his low spirits to be discussed iik 
the school* room. The girls must not be allowed 
to surmise the unpleasant drawback attaching to 
their future sister-in-law. They must know nothing 
about the manage till it is on the eve of solemniza-* 
tion." 

After perusing this epistle, Lady Harriet gravel^r 
shook her head. Though she had fulfilled her pro- 
mise to her nephew, it was in the belief that his 
parents would be inexorable; nor did she approve so 
complete an abnegation of principle on the part of 
the Eustaces. — What would the world say? — How 
would their inconsistency be judged by the merciless 
severity of public opinion? 

Meanwhile, like most weak-minded people en-^ 
trusted with a negotiation, she was in no huny to 
bring it to a close. — It was not often she had 
80 grand a secret in her keeping; and unusually 
stately was her demeanour when Mary Tremenheere 
dropped in at luncheon time, wondering, as usual; 
"how their poor dear friends at Meadowes Court were 
getting on, or whether they would ever holdup their 
heads again;" and felt that her ample pocket con-< 
tained credentials, likely, at no distant time, to raise 
those depressed heads and make their hearts ain^ 
for joy. 
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For two long days did slie revolve in her mind 
ihs best mode of breaking t]ie bappy lat^geBM 
to Jkmj and ber motibfir: and on the third, rose earliei 
than nsual to indite a few lines^ somewhat toe 
^andiloqnent for the occasion, begging ^' leave ii 
wait upon Lady Meadowes at two o'clock that day 
to communioate something of the highest iitiportance 
something which, she trusted would prove as agreeabl 
to her friends at Meadowes Court as to herself;*^ and 
having sealed the letter with ber largest and best «m 
blazoned lozenge, and despatched it by her little fool 
page in the form of Bill the weeding-boy, she wa 
reclining back in ber chair, meditating on the term 
suitable to convey her nephew's proposals to ber in 
valid pAighbour, without marking too great a cos 
descension on the part of the Eustaces or too ui 
christianly a sense of the sacrifice' her ft^mily wa 
making, when Dr. Bumaby was suddenly announeec 
She was startled. The little boys ware in perfec 
health and safe in the school-room with thdr tutoi 
The establishment, down to the minutest scuIleK} 
maid, was free from eatanli. 

*'Wli«t b«ffintM hU be tbtvo at foeii « ttefl** 

* She fblt that mischief was iinpendling. Thouf 
so thmroughly worthy a man as the good dooto 
ought never to be invested with the attributes of th 
BUamf Petrel, his spentiaao^ia «(i^eaxeaBAa was ac 
evil omen. 
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Luckily for Lady Harriet, he bad no time to lose 
m ambignoTis phrasei. Old Bimiaby was no diplomat; 
^ and $0 Bbort a time did he expend in making her ac- 
quainted with die fatal faot that her well-to-do neigh- 
boom were rednoed to a humbler level of life, that, 
instead of listening to the sequel with uplifted hands, 
upturned eyes, and the profound sympathy he had 
antidpated from her well-known good -will towards 
the family, her first impulse was to start from her seat, 
aud vehemently ring the beU. 

What eoold she want so suddenly? A glass of 
water? A bottle of Godfrey's salts? The good doctor 
vas half- inclined to seize her ladyship's hand and 
place a finger on her pulse! But no! She was full of 
animation. No symptoms of syncope. — No fear of 
a swoon* 

^^Jb the boy gone? -^ Has my letter been taken 
to Meadowes Court?" cried she, with a degree of 
abruptness almost worthy of her guest, and altogether 
f^rfigiK to her usual dignified reserve. 

"I will inquire, my lady." 

Unaware of the critical nature of the ease, the 
xheumatic butler inquired so leisurely that, before 
bis Ajomet was rendered, and while Dr. Burnaby 
still sal wondering and tapping his snuff-box, Lady 
Sju770t Mgain addreeaed herself BtxeDavouAy \xi ^3bit 
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"The lad is gone, my lady. He went instant 
;on receiving your ladyship^s orders." 

"Then hurry after him, Blagrove. But no! y 
could not overtake him. Let Master Wameford's poi 
be saddled. John or the gardener must instantly f 
low him and bring back my letter." 

" Bill will take across the fields , ■ my lac 
and — " 

"No matter, no matter I — Some one can go rou 
by the road, and meet him when he arrives at M( 
dowes Court. But let no mistake be made, Blagro^ 
I must have the letter back." 

The old man retired, with a grave and thoughti 
countenance. He had not forgotten — none in t 
household had — Miss Meadowes*s frantic expediti 
from the Manor House to the death-bed of her fath 
which the utmost exertion had been unable to p: 
vent. 

When the door closed on him. Dr. Bumal 
evidently a little hufiy at the interruption offered 
his narrative, could not forbear observing: — "T 
^letter your ladyship has so eagerly recalled, vi 
doubtless calculated to aggravate the pain this s 
discovexy is about to inflict on our poor friends?" 

"If it should reach its destination, it will at 
erehts prove grievously unstmi^d" T«ig\\ftd Ia.^:^ Hj 
net, evaaivelj. "But do you leaXiy ^i^«^^^ ^^J 
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iihat Sir Verde's jpretensions are well-grounded? Is 
there no liope — no tope — for poor Amy? " - 

"Not a sbadow! — The Prestons, it seems, had 
their suspicions from the first. But they had some 
delicacy about mooting the question. Unluckily, how- 
ever, old Preston observed to his son in presence of 
one of his clerks, that he should scruple to advise 
any client of his to purchase the Meadowes Court 
estate; for he was afraid no title could ever be made 
out. On the strength of which, some black-guard in 
the office made it his business to afford a private hint 
to Sir Jervis Meadowes. Ah! my dear lady! — In 
matters of business let not thy right hand know what 
thy left doeth; or thy words may be carried up even 
to the King's cham|)er.*' 

Lady Harriet, who had often before taken occa- 
uon to resent the old doctor's unorthodox application 
)f Scripture texts, looked solemn, and remained 
ulent. — Perhaps she was listening for the return of 
)ld Blagrove's footsteps across the hall. — The doctor 
)f course imagined that his adjuration had made a 
suitable impression on her mind. 

"And how far may we count upon your ladyship," 
said. he,, after allowing some minutes' pause to her 
cogitations , /* to assist us in disclosing theae painful 
&w5ts to the ladies at Meadowes Court?" 
Ladjr Harriet looked bewildeied^ axA \2W^ ^ jfi 
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oover the «8e of ber facultiiSs. But alas! her heart 
was still far aWaj, with Bill the weeding-Wy. 

'^Coiint upon meV^ she reiterated at last, as if 
she had not heard a word of his preceding explana- 
tions, 

"May we, in short, hope that your ladyship's 
aid will not be wanting in softening this sad blow 
to our poor friends?" persisted t)r. Bumaby, getting 
almost incensed by her evident absence of mind. 

"Surely," she replied, drawing up with some 
dignity, "the executors of Sir MarVs will are the 
proper persons to apprise Lady Meadowes of the re- 
sults of his culpable negligence?" 

"The proper persons, — though perhaps not the 
fittest!^ cried the doctor, starting up and planting 
himself on the hearth-rug without noticing her air of 
hauteur. "For, by Jore, though my last birthday 
was my seventy-third, the ways of the world have not 
yet hardened my heart to sufficient firmness for the 
undertaking. However, that good Samaritan, — that 
worthy man yonder at the Rectory, — has con- 
sented to bear the brunt; and all I can do is to 
step in with my counsels and services, when the 
worst is known and has to be palliated. Good morn- 
ing. Lady Harriet Wameford — I wish you a very 
good day." 

The doctor^B hat was in his band^ when Blagrove 
JackUy appeared at the doox, \xcii.iisi^ \si>i^ ^^ HswNaJ 
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note; and lol his ladj, rescued at once from the terrors 
under wliich she had been labouring, became in a mo« 
ment complacent, affable, and fluent. She was quite 
ready to assist in oomfortin^ the Headowes family in 
any other capacity than as members of her own. — 
9m propofled making her appearance at Meadowes 
Court aarlj in ihe afternoon. 

Somehow or other, as he gased in Lady Harrietts 
eonntenanoe, the old doctor^s mind misgave him that 
the iron gripe of worldliness was hardening her heart. 
He could not diake her hand so cordially aa usual, 
▼hen again bidding her good-bye. Before he left the 
loom, he saw her hastily commit to the flames the 
epistle she had recorered, as if she could not too 
ipeedilj secure the extinction of so unpleasant a docu- 
ment **— But very little did he surmise with what 
eagerness she sat down, immediately on his departure, 
to addresB her nephew, re -enclosing the long letter of 
explanation intended foi: Amy, — and congratulattt 
liim on his escape. 

'* Another half-hour, and he would have been irre- 
tiievably oommittad to a marriage with a pauper!" 
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CHAPTER Xn. 

Mabk Davbkpobt, like other 'nilfdl men, was apt, 
when he did surrender himself to a new impulse, to 
give up without a struggle the keys of the fortress. 
His artistic eye had been singularly captivated by the 
picturesque and characteristic aspect of Hargood^s 
daughter; and his somewhat rugged nature was touch* 
ed by her patient servitude. He could not drive her 
from his mind. Through the fragrant clouds of ..his 
hookah, her sad face seemed gazing upon him from 
a distance. At length he determined to exordse the 
Bpirit, as he had done in similar cases, by transferring 
to canvas or paper the image that haunted him; as 
poets imprison an idea in a sonnet, or musicians in 
an adagio* , . 

The gloomy studio with its stream of light falling 
from the lofty window was soon sketched in ; and the 
slave. of the easel was beginning to stand. out from 
the background, in her pale grey blouse. But when 
it came to the stem but mournful face of the girl who, 
with the proportions of a child, looked as if she had 
never been young, the rapid hand of the artist paused, 
as from momentary compunction. — Mary Hargooc'* 
grave countenance seemed gazing at him reproachful! 



as if he were unlawfully piying into the dimness of 
Iier melandiolj life. 

He threw aside Us brush; and resumed the book 
he bad left half opan by the fireside. — It was Gha- 
niaso's striking story of Peter Sehlemihl. But bia eyes 
▼aadered listlessly over the pages. He could not — 
(mid not — recall his wandering attention. 

"By Joi^e^^' cried he, at length, with sudden im- 
petuosity, which eaused the terrier basking at his feet 
to start up baling as though it heard "a rat behind 
the arras ^^ — "by Jove, that fellow was bom to be 
a nigger-driyer or a dentist. He weighs his own flesh 
and blood in the balance as though it were so much 
putty; and looks upon that gifted child as my father 
aa one of his Ldcesteir ^ep, — calculating it at so 
Bwich a pound. I 'm not oae oi those who fancy wo- 
men formed to live under a glass^ like eggshell china, 
aud other fragile curiosities* But hang it — one need 
Q€t treat them quite like potter's day! — 'Let us take 
care of the Beautiful,' s^ old Goethe. 'The Useful 
viU take caire of itself.''' 

And. back he went to his sketch; and by a few 
aUa touches, brought out the intellectual physiognomy 
of the youthful artist; creating, 

ander the shadow of ber ev&n broiw, 

the full -orbed dignity of Homer's Juno. Strange, — 
tbat so mueb could abide m jcoigovUona ao dimiaur 
(ref — 
^roffre§s and Pr^udiee. L "^ 
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Scarcely had lie satisfied himself by a certain con- 
scious tingling of the cheeks (as if the forbidding but 
fascinating girl were again before him with her rebu- 
king glances), that the likeness was one of the best be 
had ever produced, when the hurrying step of Hamil- 
ton Drewe upon the stairs startled him from his reverie; 
and his ejaculations concerning the threatened intru- 
sion, were not much more complimentary than they 
had been towards Mary's taskmaster. 

"Confounded bore, to have that moth perpetually 
buzzing about one's ears!" muttered Mark. "If hi 
don't leave town shortly, I shall sport my oak as if ii 
chambers, or fairly lock my door, as one does on th( 
continent." 

While giving utterance to these threats, he scufflec 
away into his dressing-room the block of paper oi 
which he had been working. 

"What are you shuffling out of sight, my dea 
Davenport?" inquired the poet, who, being in th< 
habit of turning his own empty mind inside out a 
people turn their empty pockets, did not admit tha 
others could have secrets to keep. 

"Something I do not wish you to see," was th< 
cool reply. 

"But it is only a drawing?" 

"K you know what it is, why so curious?" 

"Jfot curious: only iuteretttftd m ev^ry work o 
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"But this is not work, — it is play.'' 

^^Raison de plus. Do let me see it?" 

"Certainly noC 

"Not when it is finished, my dear Davenport?" 

"It will never be finished. Like the Cathedral at 
Cologne, — the Church of St. Genevifeve, — the Palace 
of the Louvre, — and the story of the Bear and the 
Fiddle, it is fated to be immortal in incdmpleteness. — 
But what has caused you, Drewe, to be armed cap-a-pie 
so early in the morning? — I never saw you dressed 
like a Christian before, till the sun was vertical." 

"Because," replied his visitor, taking a letter from 
the pocket of a fur -coat built as if for an Arctic ex- 
pedition, "because old Wroughton has just sent me 
an order for the private view of the new gallery of 
Egyptian antiquities at the British Museum; and I want 
you to come with me and inspect them." 

"I have seen them already. I assisted at the pack- 
ing. I was six months in Egypt on my way overland 
from Lidia." 

" Then I will go in search of Hargood," said Drewe, 
re-pocketing the ticket, and preparing to depart. 

"Oh I if Hargood is to be of the party, I am 
your man," said Davenport. "Wait a moment and I 
will be ready." 

"I wonder why on earth I submit to your imperti- 
nent caprices!" cried Drewe ^ shrugging \n& AiwASlKW^^ 
** Simply a.a people overlook the xoug\i. ^o^\» A i 
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pine-apple," was the cool rejoinder; — "because you 
know me to be a fine fruit at the coreu — By the 
way," continued be, as, some minutea afterwarda tbe) 
were driving through the damp dark narrow etreets 
towards the domicile of their literary friend — '*ha 
not Hargood a professional artist in bis family, -^ 
wife, sister, daughter, niece, — I forget what — t 
whom a sight .of these pictures might be a blessing? 

"I had rather not invite his wife^ who has bee 
dead these six years. — He has probably a maide 
sister, — for I never saw rooms kept in such apph 
pie order." 

"Ask her, then. It would be a charity." 

"Charity begins at home; and I might be require 
to drive her in my cab." 

"Not at all. — Send her with Hargood, But hei 
we are," he continued, as his companion sudden! 
reined up. "Let me out, Drewe, and I will can 
your message to our friend; for I don't care to I 
left in charge of your frisky bay, while yQU ai 
making a short story a long one." 

In a moment, the one bright brass bell-pull r in 
line of dirty tarnished ones, had summoned the tid 
parlour-maid of the Hargoods; by whom Davenpo: 
was primly informed that "Master was not at home 

"I know it. But I have a message to Miss Ha 

S-ood,^^ said he, brushing vigorously ^aat her up-stairi 

^nd be bad opened and tiaveia^Sl VJaa OcSJ^i ^wra 
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room, aiftd kitoekMl at iitt door of tlie studio, before 
the ftcamd Htde womati had found time to close tlie 
street-door in the face of Hamilton Drewe. 

A loir 6ad voice bad him enter; and enter he did. 
And there irtood the pale little artist, with the same 
palette and brush in her hand, and the same sad look 
in her eyes; stationed precisely on the same spot, 
ni^th the same gleam of light falling upon her glossy 
hafar. — It iras like the realisation of a dream. Half- 
an'-hour before, Davenport had been labouring to 
recall all these details, and fix them into reality by 
his pencil. And now, all was before him; his vision 
Terified. 

Hifii «iq>lanations were hurriedly made. But Mary 
was not slow of comprehension. 

"It is very kindly thought of on your part," said 
Bhe, '^Aten he had made all clear. — "But even had 
my fa^r been at home, I could not have accom- 
panied you to-day. I have three hours' work before 
me. •*- When my palette is prepared, I never work 
lesft than sin hours." 

"But for such an eicceptional occasion — -" 

"Not exceptional to me. To-morrow is Saturday, 
— my father's holiday; and he has promised to take 
me 16 the Museum.^' 

"To the puhUc view." 

"Pnbhc or private, the objecltt vlerw^^ '^^ \i^ ^^ 
mae. — We have a ticket fox to-dvf, ^\a<3DL^^^ 
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not use. It is one of the advantages my father de- 
rives from his connexion with the press, that such 
. places are always open to us.'^ 

By this time, Davenport had made his way to the 
side of the artist, who had not so much as laid aside 
her brush in compliment to his presence. — With the 
keenness of a practised eye, he saw in a moment that 
several slight criticisms he had hazarded on the occa- 
sion of his former visit, had been carefully attended 
to. — The picture had grown and ripened during his 
absence. It was indeed a masterly production; and 
his praises were as fervent as sincere. 

"You should attempt some original production, 
Miss fi[ai;good," said he. "You are wasting the most 
precious time and talents on these copies.^' 

"Not so long as I continue to receive commissions 
for them," she coldly replied. "Original composition 
is always a risk. Have you any further message, 
Mr. Davenport, to my father?" 

This was uttered in so decided a tone of dismissal, 
that he felt it necessary to express his negative in a 
hasty leave-taking. Just in time I — for when he 
reached the street, the impatient Drewe was preparing 
to come in search of him. 

"A surly, unmannerly, piece of goods I" muttered 
Davenport, as he re-adjusted lumself in the cab. 

''Of whom are you talking?" 
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''Oh! there is a sister then?" 

"A dozen, for what I know or care. Hargood 
was out But drive on for the love of Heaven; — for 
we have wasted so much time by coming out of our 
way, that half the fools in London will have the start 
of us." 

With very little ceremony would he have abandon- 
ed his companion altogether , now that all hope of the 
Hargoods' company was at an end; but that he felt a 
sort of hankering to see what Mary was to see on the 
morrow. 

And apparently he felt so much more interested in 
the colossal faces of Memphis transplanted irom the 
African wilds into those of Bloomsbury, than when he 
last beheld their impassible faces in the land of the 
Sun, as to fancy (hat he could not visit them too 
often. For, in spite of many wise resolves to the 
contrary, on the morrow he returned; exhibiting of 
course as much surprise when he found hiinself face 
to face with Hargood and his daughter, as if he had 
gone thither for any other purpose than that of meet- 
ing them. 

On their part, surprise was neither felt nor as- 
gmned. Both were engrossed by the novel and interest- 
ing spectacle before them; nor was it till Hargood 
perceived that Davenport had information to impart 
concerning. E^gypt, its ancient myateriea and modern. 
^oremment, that be took much heeSi oi \aa y^^^^tvrrk 
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That any friend of Hamilton Dreiwe i^orQld torn mi a 
acute observer, and be able to relate m^ pr^dsic 
and without affectation what he had accurately ex 
mined, was an unexpected catisf&ctioii. Warmed by ti 
attention bestowed upon him, Mark Davenport d 
scribed with graphic eloquence the wonders of Theb 
and the desolation of Tadmor. 

"I have some sketches made on the spot, vrbich 
should very much like to show to Miss Hargood," 
continued, while the critic, with his brows knitted a 
his arms folded, stood contemplating the colossal fac 
which have been staring the world out of cotintenai 
for so many ages. **I would oS&t to send them 
your house for her inspection; but that I fear many 
my sketches stand as much in need of v^bal exp 
nation as the Eed Lion of immortal memory." 

"Have you got them with you. in town? — W 
not let us see them at your lodgings^" demand 
Hargood, with the utmost simplicity. For the shall 
etiquettes of life were l^orooghly out of his sphe 
and having already visited Captain Baveiiport'>s p 
fectly decorous apartments, he saw no reason wiiy 
might not take his daughter there, for a purpose 
but professionaL Jt was their weekly holiday. I 
only obstacle he suggested was that Mary mi^t 
tired by so long a walk. 

Startled by such ready compliance almost into 
gretting that be had made ibe ]gio^Q^i\.<i^&^da^lL>v 
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p«t faegttti to 'Meo&Bid^i: wl!i»dt«r his sketcli'Moiek 
miglit not lie fotmd lying <ni the table, displaying the 
interior <rf Maay's gttidio., and betraying the interior 
of his heairt. He would perhaps haTe felt inclined, 
Hke Boccacio^s hero trho sacrifieed his falcon to feast 
a WoTed gnest, to wring the neck of the pink 
cockatoo in her honout, but for the extraordinary 
composure with wMch the apathetic yonng lady 
acceded to her fa.ther>9 proposal. She entered his 
bachelor's sanetom as nnconeemedly as she wonld 
Have ctoBsed the Hireshold of & raQway station! 

Scarcely however ^uld he tefrain from telling her, 
as she wiaomed her hands at his fire, how much she 
had been thought of and dreamed of within those 
^iSk. But he restrained himself. He was beginning 
to understand the nature of Hargood sufficiently to 
know that he must fancy himself the first object of 
4e Tisit, 01; that it wonld nevef be repeated. For 
Ids daughter to be raised into more than a mere eup-^ 
plekneat to himself would haf e soured his hnmotor for 
liie day. 

As it was, he laid the flattering unction to his 
soul, that to enjoy the pleasure and benefit of hi9 
c(mreifiation, a rough yonng soldier like Davenport 
extended ka» hospitality even to his poor little yea- 
nay child* 

They turned leisurely over the Egyptian port- 
ilio; — Jfefr. Hargood entering latgcStjf ii^'^ "ViasXKO^ 
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doubts and antiquarian disquisitions. But thoug] 
fully appreciating the vigour and grace of th< 
sketches, not a syllable of praise escaped the lips o 
Hary. She had been brought up to regard ih 
language of compliment as contemptible, — a noi 
ious aliment acceptable only to children and fooL 
— But Davenport was content. She had taken o 
her shabby straw-bonnet so as to display her wel 
turned head and the prettiest little ear in the worlc 
and thrown wide her heavy woollen shawl, — not t 
exhibit her well-fitting black-silk dress, but the bettc 
to approach and admire the drawings extended o 
the table before her. — Already, she seemed pe: 
fectly at home: and never before had so intelligei 
a face brightened the atmosphere of that solitar 
lodging. 

By Davenport^s orders, a cup of hot tea w£ 
brought, which the coldness of the day rendere 
acceptable; and by the time Mary Hargood wi 
thoroughly cheered and carried out of herself by tt 
novel chef-cPcBuvres placed before her, she could n 
longer disguise her consciousness of the Men etre si 
experienced. 

"How happy you must be here!" said sh 
abruptly addressing Davenport, after a glance roun 
the room, which comprehended even the bird and tl 

^^la any oae happy any vrtiei^^'' \xft x«^^^v' 
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vaj of concealing his delight at this unconscious be- 
trayal of her satisfaction. 

"Here is a face that portends perfect contentment," 
observed Hargood, lapng his hand on a portrait of 
Hugh Davenport, — one of the earliest attempts in 
water-colours of his brother. 

"Perfect ^ntentment and perfect excellence!'* re- 
plied Marcus; "the best of all human beings, — my 
brother Hugh." 

"Ay, by the way. What has become of that 
paragon of brothers?" inquired Hargood. "Am I 
never to see him but in et^gy? The day we dined 
at Richmond, you mentioned that you were expecting 
him in town." 

"I am expecting him still. But he is at his old 
lanes; renouncing his own pleasures to comfort the 
sorrowful and heal the sick. My mother has lately 
lost her only brother; and though they had not been 
on speaking terms for the last thirty years, remorse 
of conscience has replaced on this occasion the in- 
stincts of natural affection. She probably reproaches 
herself for having allowed him to slip out of the 
world unreconciled; for I find she is terribly cut up." 

"The sisterly attachment which could hold itself 
suspended for the third of a century, can scarcely, 
iiowever, be of a very potent quality," rejoined Har- 
good. "I have not much faith in these posthumous 
tonements. But isince you have B(> x^^i^xfi^ \si^ ^sa- 
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nttele, Captain Davenport, how eomes h jr&a asre no 
in mourning?" 

"Ton may well rebuke me. Alas! I am apt t 
deport myself far from respectfully towards conven 
tional forms. I never saw this old man. His ver 
name was tabooed among us: and I should almost a 
soon have thought of ordering myself a black cos 
for the King of Ashantee. I am wrong, howeve: 
For his memory is intitled to some reverence. - 
There lived not a truer-hearted British sportsman, c 
kinder-hearted British gentleman, than poor Sir Mar 
Meadowes." 

That Davenport rambled on with this famil 
history in a manner so unusual to him, — for no or 
was less communicative on personal topics, even wil 
his intimates, — was a proof that he talked less 01 
of the abundance of his heart, than from the a1 
straction of his intellects. His attention was absorbc 
by the quiet feminine figure seated on his sofa; e 
much at home, — so congenial with the spot, - 
that the dog had deserted for her side its cubU 
mary place on the hearth'-rug; and Cocotte wi 
sidling across the back of the sofa with coaxin 
gestures, to assume the place upon her 8hould< 
which it was accustomed to do upon that of i 
mAster. 

Tie picture ikw afforded^ ^«a %i ^terttoi^ vi»^ 
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ie genre; ami Duvenport was probably gtudjing it 
vilb a view to a second croqm. 

Wbile Hxm entranced, be was startled bj a 
sqUbb. xnovement on tbe part of Hargood, wbo 
abruptly aet down upon tbe table tbe cup of tea be 
had been bolding. 

"Sir Mark whom did yon say?" be incjuired, as 
though be misdoubted bis senses. 

"Meadowes^ of Meadowes Court; as I suppose tbe 
Baronetage or tbe Lan4ed Gentry books would slyle 
him,^ replied Davenport, still gazing on tbe graceful 
contour of bis fair guest. 

"And wbo, may I aak, was bis wife?" said Har- 
good, in a tremidous voice. 

"TAflrf, faitb, I can bardly tell you. — Some- 
thmg low and disgraceful, I ^m afraid, from tbe 
manner in wbieb he was sent to Coventry by the 
dders of tbe fiamily; — some waiting -maid, — or 
wori^e — " 

" You Uej Sir!'' — cried Hargood, in a tone that 
thrilled to tbe very marrow of bis daughter, and 
caused Dav^aport to start forward as though a weapon 
had been thrust into his side. 

"Father, — father — " interposed tbe terrified 

Vary,, too well aware of the viol^ace of bi;i na- 

Igure; and clinging to bis arm as though she forer 

saw that to words ao harsh , blows ^ouldv ^x<^«bl^ 

fpJJow* 
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"I say again, he Ues!" — cried Hargood, will 
quivering lips and panting emotion. "She was good 
and virtuous as his own mother; — a gentlewoman, 
though humbled by misfortune, — a governess, but a 
clergyman's daughter, — my father^s daughter. Sir, — 
my sister, — my only sister!" 

"Hargood — you are forgiven — and it is now my j 
turn to crave your pardon," said Captain Davenport, — 
the fire which for an instant had flashed from his eyes 
being lost in a look of the* deepest concern. "My 
offence was one of complete but pardonable ignorance. 
All I ever heard of my uncle's wife was learned, 
in forbidden moments, from the gossiping of ser- 
vants." 

"A worthy source for such infamous detraction!" — 
cried Hargood, still unappeased. 

"You cannot imagine that I would have wilfully 
insulted you," earnestly persisted Captain Daven- 
port. — "You do not surely suppose that I was in 
the slightest degree aware of the connexion be- 
tween us?" 

"As little as myself. You would else have 
shunned the society of the literary hack, as loathingly 
as / should have avoided communication with any 
member of a family by whom my * poor sister had 
been so disgracefully trampled on. — Your name is 
J2ot a rare one; I did not coim^tX. \V. "m^k \SDkA T«.<iQ of 
ier persecutoTB. — Ours iB too ^\^«v»3v «^«a ViVv 
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attracted your notice. — Mary, child! your bonnet 
and shawl — I*' he continued, suddenly addressing 
his daughter; down whose blanphed cheeks tears were 
beginning to flow, 

"At least do not leave the house in so bitter a 
flpirit," pleaded Davenport. "I offer you every apo- 
logy in my power — I will do and say anything you 
desire. Only give me your hand at parting." 

For a moment, Hargood seemed disposed to com- 
ply. But a sudden revulsion of angry feeling got the 
better of him, as he put aside the extended hand of 
Davenport, who had followed him to the door. 

"I ean*t!'* — cried he. "By the God who made me, 
I can't, — / ccrn^t! — 'a servant-maid or worse.' — 
My sister — my poor sister I" 

He went straight out of the room, still muttering 
indignant ejaculations; and poor Mary followed, in 
trembling silence. As she crossed the threshold, she 
raised her large eyes filled with tears to the harassed 
Tace of Davenport, and quietly extended her hand. 

"Try to make peace between us," he whispered, 
gratefully pressing it. — **Pray, pray let us be 
liends!" 

But his words were lost in the sobs of his depart- 
ag guest. 
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CHAPTEK Xm. 

In the course of the paiufol dSftcloaiure^ whieh ii 
was now necessary to mak» to Lady Meadowes, sc 
completely did she rise to the standard of exceUisncf 
by which her champion the Kect^r had measured he: 
character, that only once waa a iaa^ word foree( 
from her lipsi. She bore with patience the announce 
ment that herself and her child were reduced froo 
affluence to comparafiye poverty^ She submitted with 
out repining to the necessity of quitting for ever ih' 
home of her married life. But when Dr. £xu:nahy witi 
more seal &an tact ventured to avow in her presenc 
those displeasures against poor Sir Miuck whicJi he ha< 
so openly expressed to Lady Harriet , she stopped his 
at once* 

'^Negligence, — hut not culpable negligence, m; 
dear Doctor," said she» ''¥ou have, no right to appl; 
Much 9' word to the cogoduct of ivy hiAsband. -^ B^ di 
his best for us, according to his knowledge and judg 
ment" 

''He ought to have known better. Those who^nndei 
take the responsibilities and duties of a family, ougli 
to make them their study." 

"/Sir -Mark entrusted Ub aSwi^ \.o \Saft\i^\X«t^in&\^^ 
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of prof<»isional advisers. If they failed to instruct him, 
on their heads be the fault But once for all, let no 
blame be imputed to him I have lost^^ 

"The woman's a dunderhead after all," mused the 
provoked old gentleman as he drove from the door. 
"On their heads be the fault indeed! — As if they 
cared a rush about the matter! — On hers and little 
Amy's head will fall the penalty. She don't know 
what she's talking about. For the last thirty years, 
poor ailing soul, she has been wrapt up in cotton, — 
the winds of Heaven not allowed to visit her cheek too 
ronghly. And now she fancies it will be all pleasant- 
ness and pastime to go and live in lodgings, and see 
that pretty creature. Amy, snubbed and scoffed at by 
upstarts not worthy to carry her clogs. Even the 
darling herself looks on, as complacent as a cherub; 
ignorant, poor child, of the accursed realities of the 
case: — pinching poverty and undeserved humilia- 
tion." 

Would the sympathising old man have been better 
pleased J had he known the truth? — that Amy Mea- 
dowes was' cognizant to the full extent of the evil 
^1 which had befallen her; — and that she had scarcely 
tasted food, — scarcely closed her eyes, — since she 
heard her sentence of exile from the spot she loved so 
dearly; — ^^the scenes of her youth, — the grave of her 
lamented father! 

It mattered not that Lady Meado^^^ V^"^ ^'s.^xxsaR^ 

Proffress and Prejudice. /. \^ 
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in lier presence an attitude of perfect resignation. It 
mattered not that the naked fact of their banishment 
from their happy home had been clothed by the Rector 
in words of soothing plausibiKty. — Had her own wel- 
fare only been involved in the event, she might have 
been induced to accept it as a trial against which she 
had no right to rebel. But her poor mother! — It 
needed not all the tears shed by old Nichols over the 
miseries awaiting his poor dear lady, to apprise her 
of the extent of the evil. 

"Mother, dear mother," — said she, sinking on her 
knees by Lady Meadowes's bedside, on the second 
night after the worst had been communicated to them; 

— having stolen back to her mother's chamber after 
taking leave of her for the night, unable to bear in 
her own the monotonous clicking of the watch, and 
the flickering of the wood on the old hearth. — "Let 
me stay by you to-night: let me comfort you. I know 
you cannot be sleeping. — How can either of us sleep! 

— Talk to me, mother. Let me hear the sound of 
your voice. Let me learn your thoughts. — Till now, 
I always fancied that I knew them, — that we lived 
together like sisters, — like friends. But since this 
dreadful stroke, I have seen clearer. I now And that 
I know nothing of your inward feelings. — Mother — 
what is to become of us if we do not clearly under- 
stand each other!" — 

As yet incapable of utteiance, li%.^7 ^^^^q^^'?i^ x'j 
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plied to this earnest appeal by encircling the neck of 
her daughter with her languid arm, and drawing her 
fondly towards her pillow. For some minutes, they 
wept together in silence. 

"Fear nothing, my darling Amy," said she at length. 
"For my sake, as for your own, be brave, — be 
strong. — We are strong, my child; strong in mutual 
affection, that will enable us to bear and surmount 
any sorrow this world can give." 

Amy would not grieve her by dissent. But she was 
beginning to think otherwise. She was beginning to 
believe that, once estranged from their familiar haunts^ 
and when their home knew them no longer, they should 
stand in need of new friends to afford them courage 
and comfort — Everything beyond the limits of Ra- 
densford, — and there it would have been cruel to en- 
treat her bereaved mother to abide, — presented to the 
inexperienced girl vague pictures of strife and torment: 
of an angry over-reaching crowd, jeering two defence- 
less women. 

"Dearest mother, surely I heard you request Dr. 
Bumaby to inform those people, — those lawyers of 
Sir Jervis's, — that we were ready to quit Meadowes 
Jourt at once?" said she faintly. 

"Better make a virtue of necessity. Amy. Do not 
et us wait to be turned out." 

"No, no! Situated as we are, th^ effort <5A.\mft\. \i'^ 
mde too soon. It is only prolongvii^ lorcaKQ^ \s^^ 
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linger on. I am quite prepared to go, mother. But 
whither?" 

"I have scarcely yet considered. To Clifton, per- 
haps. The distance is inconsiderable, and the climate 
likely to be favourable to my health." 

"Then let us go there at once. But, dearest mo- 
ther, — if I were not afraid of vexing and hurting 
you, there is one question I should like to ask — " 

"Ask it. Amy, — I am callous to suffering now;." 

"I once ventured to talk to you of our relations: 
— not the Davenports ; if they did not like us in my 
poor father's lifetime, they are not likely to be kinder 
now. I mean your own family. Surely some of them 
must survive?" 

"Would that I could answer you. When I mar- 
ried, I had a dear and only brother, some years 
younger than myself: — an impetuous, headstrong 
boy; who chose to resent the conduct of the Meadowes 
family in such terms, and to insult your father so 
grossly, that reconciliation became impossible. For 
some time, though thus estranged, I managed to 
follow his movements from a distance. But at length, 
by a sudden change, I lost all clue to his abode. 
He was poor. Amy, poor and obscure. I sometimes 
thought he purposely baffled my search, that he might 
evade the little, officious kindnesses with which I had 
pursued him. And now , I might as well look for a 
graia of Band on the shore ^ aa ioi xskj ^QQt\it^'^^ 
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in that great metropolis where I left him straggling 
for bread." 

"It is indeed a hopeless prospect " said Amy, 
monmfally. ^^I was in hopes that some single hand, 
— some single strong arm, — might be in reserve to 
protect us." 

Lady Meadowes replied by a heavy sigh. She had 
been in hopes so too. — But it was not the hand of 
which Amy had been dreaming. With the sagacity 
of a mother^s eye, she had noted the impression made 
bjr her daughter upon William Eustace; and though 
at the moment far from eager to promote a preposses- 
sion which she feared would not be sanctioned by his 
parents, yet since her great misfortune, Lady Harriet 
had inadvertently let fall so many hints of the growth 
and stability of her nephew's passion, and of her 
hopes that in the sequel a closer connexion might 
unite, as near relatives, those who had been friends 
so long, that the poor invalid had permitted herself 
to look forward to a happy settlement in life for the 
dear child, the loss of whose society would have been 
to her as a sentence of death. 

But of late these allusions had ceased. For a week 
past, no mention of William Eustace's name. His 
aunt seemed to have forgotten his existence. — Lady 
Meadowes trusted only that Amy might be less inter- 
ested than herself in so sudden a change: — that ske 
might never have noted Lady HaxneCa \iasASii»»5cL<;iip^ 
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or be looking out vainly, like herself, for the appear- 
ance of a faithless champion. 

It was some allusion to this subject she had appre- 
hended from Amy's uncontrollable distress of mind, 
She felt thankful to find that her daughter's yearnings 
were after the solace of natural ties; and was com 
forted when the repining girl consented tp receive hei 
parting benediction for the night, and retire to rest ii 
her own adjoining room. 

But the chord which Amy had touched did no 
cease to vibrate. Throughout the watches of th< 
night, the image of the brother from whom she ha( 
been so long parted, kept recurring to the mind o 
Lady Meadowes. . She could not accuse herself o 
having neglected him. She had done all that a persoi 
disconnected from London and active life could eflFect 
to obtain a clue to his residence. — But often as sh( 
had grieved before, on Ms account, that he chose t< 
hold himself aloof, it was now on her own she begai 
to lament his estrangement. If she should die, (am 
her heart often sank within her from growing weak 
ness,) who was to protect her orphan child? He 
good neighbours at the Bectory and at Eadehsfori 
were kind and willing. But both were aged; and the^ 
had families and household cares of their own. He 
brother — she recalled him to her mind's eye as when 
a £ne lion-hearted young fellow of twenty, thougl 
onljr a struggling and a poor seiV\\^T^ — V^^aaAxw.^^ 
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up from Oxford, on hearing of the insults offered to 
her hj the Meadowes family, and done her irreparable 
injury by his intemperate interference. — His noble 
forehead, — his open countenance, — his close-curled 
raven hair, — rose up before her. Already highly 
excited, the impression upon her nerves became so 
vivid, that she could almost have fancied he was 
present; — her feverish condition being such as has 
produced more than half the best-attested ghost-stories 
on record. — Even when, towards morning, she dropped 
asleep, the last impression she retained — an impres- 
sion that prevailed during her almost somnambulistic 
sleep, — was that Edward Hai-good was watching 
over her. 

Such being the disordered state of her imagination, 
it was not wonderful that when, on waking next 
morning and ringing her bell some hours later than 
usual, and on inquiring for her daughter she was told 
that Miss Amy was engaged in the drawing-room, 
speaking to a gentleman who had arrived from town, 
— her half- murmured exclamation should be — "I 
knew it! — My brother is come at last." 

She made an effort to rise hastily; which, like most 
hasty efforts, defeated itself. For before her toilet 
was half accomplished, she was forced by faintness to 
lie down again. — Her daughter was instantly fetched : 
a great relief to Amy; to whom the "gentleman in 
the drawing-room" had proved a moat ^i£^i^ii^'6»'i\s^^ 
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visitor. Not Edward Hargood, however: — no one 
but his sister could have imagined so improbable an 
incident as his falling from the clouds upon Meadowes 
Court; and though from the flush upon her cheek as 
she approached, Ladj Meadowes discerned in a moment 
that the interview from which she had been summoned 
was one of unusual interest, she was too feeble to 
utter a syllable of inquiry. 

Amy waited till she was alone with her mother 
to allude to it. Even when she simply announced — 
"Mr. Eustace, Mamma, has been here," — she trusted 
Lady Meadowes would conclude that he had walked 
over from the Manor House, to make formal inquiries 
after their health. She did not wish her mother's mind 
to be agitated, as her own had recently been. 

Lady Meadowes's murmured ejaculation of "Thank 
Heaven!" undeceived her at once: even before she 
found the hand enfolding her own, to be moistened 
with tears. She dared not, however, interrogate hex 
as to the motive of her gratitude. The mother was 
the first to speak. 

"I was sadly, sadly afraid, dear Amy," said she, 
"that he would not return. I feared that his parents 
would never countenance his attachment." 

"You were aware of it then, mother? — Yet h€ 
assures me he had never said a word to you on the 
subject." 

"^ mother's eye, my cMH, \^ Vj^ \i^ \x<5L'eXftS^ ^^ 
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such points. All I dreaded was that I had heen too 
sanguine." 

"You wish to lose me, then?" — said Amj, with 
a swelling heart. 

"For myself, I do not allow myself a wish. For 
70U, all I desire is a safe and happy home.'* 

Amy's fac6 grew sadder and sadder. It was grievous 
to think how great a disappointment was preparing 
for that kind unselfish mother. 

"Is Mr. Eustace gone?" inquired Lady Meadowes, 
endeavouring to rally her strength. — "When shall I 
see him? When will he return? When are we to 
meet?" 

"Never, dear mother!" replied Amy, in a low, 
unsteady voice. "But could I have thought — could 
I have helieved — your heart was set upon my marry- 
ing him, I should have found much less courage to 
assure him just now that I could never become his 
wife!" 

"You have re/Mse^i William Eustace?" faltered Lady 
Meadowes. 

The assent implied by Amy's grave silence was 
not to be mistaken. 

"And why? — You always appeared to like his 
society?" 

"As an acquaintance, mother; as neater m^ QW[^ 
age than Dr. Bumaby or Admiral TxemexSaftet^*^ 
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"But during his illness, you showed such tokens 
of interest! — " 

"He was Lady Harrietts favourite nephew. We 
were inmates under the same roof." 

"Surely, surely, Amy," pleaded Lady Meadowes, 
still more surprised and distressed, "you have no se- 
cret object of preference? You have seen no one worthy 
to supplant — " 

"On that point, be perfectly easy, dearest mother,' 
interrupted Amy. — "I have no other love or liking. 
— All I desire is that I never may, — Let us still b€ 
all in all to each other, and I am content. But tc 
marry for an establishment, — for bread, — a mar 
for whom I feel no aflFection, — would degrade me ii 
my own eyes, and render my life a burthen." 

"I can say no more," said Lady Meadowes, witl 
her usual meek resignation. But her eyes brimming 
with tears could not conceal from her daughter the 
greatness of her disappointment. — She tried to busy 
herself in dressing, to avoid dwelling too painfully or 
the subject. — But her movements were so languid 
and her air so depressed, that Amy was forced tc 
avert her face and stifle her self-reproaches: gazing 
vaguely from the dressing-room window over a vas1 
expanse of half-melted snow, varied only by leafless 
woods and a few mournful fir-trees; — a cheering 
contemplation for her wounded heart. 

A b^yy sigb from Lady M^aado^e^ ^ ^Va ^^'s^ ^^' 
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rwjlining in her arm-chaip, roused poor Amy from her 
reverie. 

"Let it afford some consolation to you, mother," 
said she, suddenly turning her tearful face towards 
Lady Meadowes, "to know that Mr. Eustace's oflFer of 
his hand was made under circumstances which even 
yo« will admit to be a sufficient justification of my re- 
fusal; — though I admit that I was wholly unaware 
of them when I declined his proposals. — He has 
asked me to be his wife in direct defiance of his 
father's authority. His parents have positively refused 
their consent. — Lady Harriet has done her utmost to 
dissuade him from the match. — Friends, — family, 
— all were against it." 

A deep flush, — but not of indignation or resent- 
ment, — overspread the pale face of Lady Meadowes. 

"Mr. Eustace would probably not have confided so 
much to me, had I evinced the gratitude which he 
seemed to think his confession demanded," resumed 
Amy, reddening in her turn. "But when he found 
that instead of being amazed at his asking a penniless 
girl to be his wife, I frankly told him we could never 
be happy together, he lost his temper; and with as 
little delicacy as justified my previous opinion of him, 
apprised me of all he had sacrificed and all he had 
braved , in order to court what he called my ungracious 
rejection." 
Lady Meadowes shuddered at the idea oi Vex ^ w«i'^ 
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and timid daughter having been exposed to a scene of 
so much emotion. 

'^Mr. Eustace had no right to force such an expla- 
nation on you," said* she, "unauthorised by myself or 
your guardians. — It was a disrespect to us all that 
he sought this private interview." 

"On that head, dear mother, let him stand ex- 
cused," said Amy. "He came here to see yow, — he 
asked for you only. But you were too unwell to be 
disturbed; and, little surmising the object of his visit, 
I hurried into the drawing-room to explain it. I be- 
lieve he was not quite master of himself. He has been 
harassed and upbraided on my account by his family; 
and the dread that Lady Harriet might be beforehand 
with him here, to acquaint you with his father's threats 
and exasperation, hastened his explanations and render- 
ed his manner so flurried and excited, that it was in- 
deed a relief when the interview was at an end." 

"Then let us talk of it no more, my darling child," 
said Lady Meadowes, folding her daughter to her 
hea^. *^A marriage under such auspices was indeed 
tmdesirable. I have only to be thankful that I was 
mistaken in my estimate of your feelings towards him. 
Let us talk of him no more." 

Need it be added that Amy, in affording these ex- 
planations to her mother, had extenuated much, in 
order to spare her a single unnecessary pang. It would 
bsve been cruel to let Lady Maa^o^^^ W3t«^<i^\. ^'^Nss.- 
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miUation to which she had been subjected. On her 
own part, perhaps, she had been slightly to blame. 
Preoccnpied by her family sorrows, forced to receive 
him in the half-dismantled drawing-room already pre- 
pared for the projected sale, she had thought more of 
herself, — far more of her mother, — than of him^ when, 
with all a lover's eager energy he accosted her; and, 
very early in their interview, burst into an avowal of 
his feelings, impetuous in proportion to the restraints 
through which he had broken. Had she listened with 
any sort of emotion, — even terror, — even pity, — 
he would have been content. From a nature so gentle 
he had not anticipated any vehement display of pas- 
sion. It was possible that her aflFections might be 
otherwise engaged. But even in that case, he had 
hoped to find her exhibit some sensibility to all he had 
suffered, all he was prepared to suffer, for her sake. 

But Amy remained impassive, frigid, absent: and 
her rejection of his suit was uttered in a tone of polite- 
ness which cut him to the soul. That she was asked 
to become the wife of the son and heir of a wealthy 
baronet, — one cherished by the London clubs, and 
reckoned on by political parties, seemed to her a mat- 
ter scarcely deserving her attention! 

Was this to be borne? Was such cutting contempt 
to be endured? When at length she attempted to put 
an end to the inteTYiew by pleading \iei at^jetAa.^^^ wjl 
Iter mother, the ragei and indignation oi XJs^fe ^ca*:^ 
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pointed man burst forth like a torrent. He accused 
her of coquetry during their sojourn at the Manor 
House. He accused her of cold-heartedness, — self- 
ishness, — ingratitude: and showed, if not expressly 
in words, by insinuations, an arrogant consciousness 
of his own superiority of birth and fortune. 

"I have to thank you at all events," was her proud 
reply, "for having so clearly demonstrated the truth 
of my assertion that there is no sympathy between us, 
and that we could never be happy together. I trust I 
am incapable of endeavouring to wound by taunts a be- 
ing weaker than myself, broken - spirited by recent 
affliction — " 

"Amy — Amy!" 

"I trust I am incapable of insulting one whom I 
profess to love, ,by allusions to their humbler birth or 
meaner fortunes — " 

"Make at least some allowance for the anguish of 
a heart which your indiflFerence has cut to the core — ' 

"I make none, Mr. Eustace. The wound has 
served only to exhibit its inmost nature, and justif;^ 
my assertion. There is nothing, no, nothing in commoi 
between us ! To gain my esteem and love, a man musi 
possess real superiority — superiority of mind anc 
heart : — the power of attaining distinction in public 
life, and conferring happiness at home." 

"J did not know you were bo ambitious^" replied 
Eustace J resuming Hs tone oi \>\^etTv^^^^ o\\. ^\i5i« 
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liimself thus calmly depreciated. "I have indeed to 
apologise for having hoped to obtain indulgence for 
my humble abilities and unattractive disposition. Now 
that I better understand the contemptuous light in 
vhieh you regard me, believe me, I shall carefully 
abstain from intruding again into the presence of one 
so fastidious. I had thought you simplerhearted, 
Amy, — kinder, — softer, more prone to womanly 
impulses. — Farewell! May your aspirings never mis- 
lead you. May you never feel the want of a strong 
ann and devoted heart, to protect you through the 
rough places of this world. Farewell, Amy Meadowes. 
Let us at least part as friends." 

He extended his hand. 

But Amy, resentful, perhaps a little 5^//*- resentful, 
— touched it with unconcealed reluctance, and dropped 
it hastily. Before she turned her averted face towards 
bim, he had quitted the room. 

He had even quitted the house, however, before 
he tumult, already stirring in her bosom, found relief 
Q a burst of tears; passionate and spontaneous as 
hose of childhood, but alas! far less easily dried and 
orgotten. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Ilford Castle is a beautifiil spot, situated in one 
of the most favoured counties in the district of Lake- 
land; where, albeit, as Coleridge writes — 

The spring comeB slowly ap that way, 

even winter has its charm. An English home usually 
boasts its cheerful fringe of evergreens, to form, in 
combination with the glowing hearths within, a facti- 
tious, nameless season, which has no direct mission 
from the sun. 

Captain Davenport, as he drove up towards what 
it becomes our wirewove pages to call the ^^hall of his 
ancestors," pondered upon these things. 

"By Jove! how comfortable it all looks," said he, 
as he wrapped his railway rug of racoon -skins closer 
round him, in the fly that conveyed himself and his 
traps from the railway station. *^How Christmassy 
and cheerful, with its hospitable blue smokes circling 
from the roof, like one of Washington Irving's Uto- 
pian pictures of British domesticity! And how wrong 
I have been to muddle my brains and derange my 
Bjrgtem among the November fogs of yonder con- 
foanded metropolis. Heie , 1 m^\. \xw^ \i<i<BQ.>a»!^Y5 ^ 
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, — here, I might have been well, — here, I might 
' lave been — " 

He paused. A burst of monologic laughter startled 
Ilim in the midst of his soliloquy. In a moment, the 
real state of things at Ilford Castle flashed upon his 
mind: — recalling to memory a sketch he had once 
made after one of ^sop's fables, of the Fox moralising 
over a Vizard. 

"Ah! — well!" — was his secondary view of the 
case and the place: — *'it needs to have been in 
Bridewell and worn the handcuffs, to know that so 
goodly-looking edifice is but a prison." 

He no longer, however, even in thought, ventured 
to call Ilford Castle a prison, when welcomed under 
the portico by his cordial brother; or folded to the 
heart of Lady Davenport, on the threshold of her own 
apartment. Attired in the deepest mourning, his 
mother looked worn and harassed; and the manner in 
which she leant back in his enfolding arms to look 
earnestly in his face, as if to read the secret of his 
welfare, seemed to apprise him that she sought com- 
fort from the source that was dearest to her heart. 

He knew that it was the source dearest to her: — 
he, the prodigal son, — the reckless, — the grace- 
less, — knew that he was perferred to his more deser- 
ving brother. And he felt almost angry that, with 
such a resource at hand against the sterUitY Q^ Vvwt 
deatinjr in being yoked with a natuie ixiienot \ft >M| 

Progrtis and Prqfttdice, I, \^ " 
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own, as the counsels and company of her elder son, 
she should look for comfort to himself: — a Satyr to 
Hyperion! 

"And you are ceme at last, my own dear Mai-V 
said she, scarcely able to stanch the tears wMfch 
afforded a mother's greeting to the truant. "Hugh and 
I have wanted you sadly!" 

"And my father?" 

"Lord Davenport has so lost all palience, &at be 
has ceased to talk about your delay/' 

"But is he prepared with extenuating circumstan- 
ces? — Is the fatted calf on the spit, or am 1 doomed 
to husks and recriminatory lectures?" 

"That will depend on yourself. But for all our 
sakes, my own dear son, do not ^wantonly provoke 
them. Your father is not in — in cheerful spirits." 

"You mean that he is savage. and out of temper?" 

"I mean that he has had lately more ikan his 
share of annoyance and provocation." 

"Who is to measure a inati's lawful share? Id it 
possible that I find you^ mother, you so piotis and 
resigned, at odds with the justice of Providence ?** 

"Do not pervert my words. — I mean that he has 
been grievously thwarted in political life — " 

*^Bjr ihe defeat of a party to which he might to be 
ashamed to attach his xume ui^ Sss^xxsisiraV^ 
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"No, no, by the defeat of a principle ^ — a princi- 
ple which has been the mling passion of his life. — 
The times ^ too, are miierably bad for agriculturists." 
"When acrt iSiey eter good for agriculturists? — 
Always too tnudi rain, at too little ; or unfair taxation, — 
or undue repeal of taxes." 

"And then your brother Hugh, — dear and good as he 
is, — has completely disappointed his father's views." 
"Because my father wanted him to become a 
Bounding brass and tinkling cymbal; a millionnaire in 
the copper currency of vulgar popularity, — a man to 
he bought off by some future government with an addi- 
tional pearl or two to the family coronet; or, — who 
knows? — eventually strangled with a Garter I — 
Instead of which, my brother is wise as Solomon, and 
just as Hinos." 

"My dearest Mark — why so bitter?" mildly re- 
monstrated his mother. 

"Because — because — because Pm afraid I 
have naturally something of the crabstock in my na- 
ture," said he, not daring to assign the real motive 
of his unfilial outbreak. — "However, mother, for your 
sake, I will endeavour to engraft better fruit upon it. 
I fear," he continued, glancing hurriedly at her suit 
of sables, and then significantly at the door, "I greatly 
fear you have yourself lately had cause for sorrow — " 
Zadjr Davenport^B brow contracted. 
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"I would not for worlds give you pain, mother — 
but — " 

"If you really would not give me pain, say no 
more on the subject," replied Lady Davenport "Let 
it suffice that I have lost my nearest living relative; — 
with the consciousness of having acted an unworthy 
part towards him." 

"Thank you, at least, for that admission," said 
her son, taking her hand and fervently kissing it — a 
little to the surprise of Lady Davenport. A moment 
afterwards, Hugh made his appearance; having allow- 
ed what he believed to be time enough for confidential 
conversation between his mother and her favourite 
child. Then came their young sister, Olivia, blushing 
and formal from the school-room; always a little in 
awe of her bronzed and travelled brother. They soon, 
however, began to talk themselves out of the awk- 
wardness which absence is apt to engender even 
among those most closely united; — and mother, 
brother, sister, were as undisguisedly enchanted at 
Marcus's having condescended to come down and 
spend his Christmas among them, as though ^he were 
a lost sheep restored to the family fold. 

Even Lord Davenport rejoiced, after his kind, over 

the arrival of his younger son: — gave him his whole 

hand instead of his customary three fingers ; and went 

to the frantic extremity of a ^^^iowd \^ottlB of claret. 

£ut this effort o{ hoBpitality \i«A )tt^\X«c Vw^ Vwo. 
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omitted. For, under its influence, 4>oih father and son 
gradually laid aside those restraints over the unruly 
member, which were alone likely to maintain peace 
between the two. 

"If the weather continues open, Marcus, which I 
doubt," said his lordship, "I should like to take you 
to-morrow over the home -farm. I never saw the 
Swedes, or indeed any of the winter crops, look any- 
thing like what they are looking this Christmas. 
Smith, my new bailiff, has done wonders; a very 
superior man, Marcus, is Smith. We have sent two 
fat oxen and a heifer up to the Smithfleld Show; and 
a pair of Herefords to Edinburgh, which I flatter my- 
self will make some sensation. As to my pigs, both 
mj mixed breed and my pure Chinas obtained pre- 
miums at the Kendal Exhibition. — Yes, I have every 
reason to be proud of Smith." 

"Pity that you can't exhibit him and get a pre- 
mium for a prize bailiffi It would be the higher am- 
bition of the two," muttered Mark, who was waxing 
fractious under the pressure of the plough and harrow. 

**I think you will find that we have made some 
wonderful improvements, Mark, won-der-ful improve- 
ments !" added the lord of Hford, gradually sunning 
limself in the genial warmth of the huge wood fire, 
md the Chateau Margaux. 

"I am glad to hear it, my lord " T^^\\^dL \l\^ ^'^^sl^ 
and heartily trust I may see it. 1 g\«i.u^^^^\ksy«^^^> 
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down Quag Ziane fts I drore here this eTening 
and regretted to perceive tkat horrible £ne of 
eottages still standing, — r or rather, still falHng.^* 

"There's ten years* life in them yet, I ftj 
myself," repKed Lord Darenport. "Eton Cott? 
bring me in something like sixty-seven pounds a-y 
Mark." 

"More shame for them," was Mali's danntlesg 
joinder. "I should like to hear the opinion of ] 
lordship's pigs, if turned into them for a sty!" 

"The people are satisfied with them, — whic 
more to the purpose. Most of the inhabitants ^ 
born there." 

"And how many of them have died there? I 
your lordship remember the fever in 1832?" — 

"You have taken up the humanity-dodge, 1 
you, Mark?" sneered Lord Pavenport, whose sa 
mental notions of "improving" an estate coQsiste 
high-farming and high rei^t "Like Hugh yonder 
who seems half asleep; and is probably dreamin, 
labourers' model-cottages, or some other philanthrof 
toy of that description; -r- agrarian playthings, w< 
in spun sugar!" 

^n was dreaming of something iax less impori 
I am afraid," said Hugh, starting up, anxious to 
a new turn to the conversa\ioii. "1 ^a.« -wonde 
iow manj days your lordB\n.:p 'vo\]^.^ i^.^mXft'^ 
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"brotlier', before I made ah appointment with my 
)nd Harky, for his otter hounds?" 
The bait took. — The sportsman was roused in a 
ment. Otter-hunting was one of the pastimes of 
youth whieh Mark Davenport had never happened 
enjoy elsewhere than in his native county. And 
was now full of questions concerning the sport of 
s season, — the strength of the pack, — and the 
)bability that Mr. Harley would give them an early 
et in their own neighbourhood. 
Lord Davenport, who had not vigour of soul or 
Ij for sportsmanship of any description, did not of 
irse refuse himself a snarl at the humanity of his 
er-hunting sons. He tried in vain, however, to 
w back the conversation to Smith and his mangold 
rzel; and revenged himself for the disrespectful 
ithy of his son Mark by talking of poor-law and 
iper bastilles till cofPee was announced, in a style 
t might have converted even his wooden brethren 
the Quarter Sessions, into stone. 
*^No smoking allowed m any of the company^s 
riages, I £nd," said Mark to his brother, when they 
;, that night, in the comfortless dressing-room al- 
ed to Hugh, — because in the late lord's time, it 
been apportioned to his father as son and heir. 
"No — on that point, my father and mother are 
:e rigid. Those, who cannot dispense with a cigar, 
f repair to the ^table^yard " 
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"Pleasant winter quarters upon my word! — Tha 
governor seems as companionable as ever, my dear 
Hugh; — as much inclined to live and let live." 

"He has been unusually cheerful to-night in 
honour of your arrival," replied the simple-hearted 
Hugh, deceived by his irony. 

"And my mother, — poor soul, — hov thin and 
depressed she is looking. Tell me, dear Hugh — you 
were here when she received tidings of her brother's 
death. How did they reach her?" 

"My father read the announcement aloud from the 
newspaper. — He chooses always to be the first to 
dispense the news brought by the Times." 

"And was she very deeply affected?" 

"You know how she makes it a point of conscience 
to conceal her feelings from my father, if likely to 
annoy him. She said little, — shed few tears. — But 
next morning, she looked ten years older." 

"And does so still. But explain to me a little 
about old Sir Mark Meadowes, and his widow — " 

"I know little more than yourself. His dowager 
mother, old Lady Meadowes, quarrelled with him for 
marrying his sister's governess; and my father has 
consistently kept up the quarrel. There was no con- 
geniality of character between them. They differed 
in politics as on most othei "^omta. And I suspect 
jWjr father was glad to sliake oft a \i^-TV3CffL^^\st^'^^* 
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n-law, who had disgraced the family by a low con- 
lexioni** 

"What my father was glad of, or sorry for, is 
icarce worth specalating upon!^' cried Mark, who, in 
)tire impatience, was beginning to tear impatiently 
into shreds the pages of his Bradshaw — the only 
jpecimen of ancient or modem literature to be found 
in one of 'the bed-chambers of Hford Castle. "But 
diat my mother should submit to it! — " 

"When does she do otherwisiB than * submit?' Her 
whole life has been an act of submission/' 

"Say of slavishness ! '' — cried the indignant 
Mark. — "And we two, Hugh, are getting as bad as 



They who allow oppression share the crime.** 

"A sonorous watchword of sedition!" said Hugh, 
— smiling at his vehemence. "But when experience 
proves that the resistance of the weak against the 
strong only drives them into grosser tyranny, passive 
obedience becomes not only an act of policy, but a 
virtue." 

"I deny it to be either! — Had my poor mother 
steadily resisted from the first my father's system of 
iomestic oppression, he would not have hardened into 
(That he is." 

"And she would not be half tTie ttu^^Y AkRk \&\ %Si.^ 
e Bbould love her far less dearly,^ 
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^^ Speak for yourself^ Hugk. For my sliare^ I slioald 
respect her twice as much." 

"And yet, my blustering brother, I suspect that, 
should a Mrs. Marcos D. ever appeiur on the boards, 
and pr^end to have a will of her own, it wiU only be 
hers in so far as yon hare peremptorily assigned it to 
her." 

Marcus paused a moment m his work of destrucr 
tion. — He had more than once seevetly taxed bin- 
self with haying inherited something of his father's 
despotic temper. He now felt self-convieted that the 
sole attachment or rather prefi^renoe of which he had 
' been ev^er eonscious , was for one who charmed him 
chiefly as an uncomplaining domestic victim. Nor 
could anything be more certain than that the strong 
interest he was beginning to feel in the fate of Mary 
Hargood, arose in the first instanee from the sight of 
her quiet resignation. 

"There nev^ will be a Mrs, Mark Davenport,^^ hd 
xtpHedj in a more pacific toiae, ^^ "unless, when 
King Hugh comes to the throne, he choose to allot * 
cottage and cow's grass to his poor dog of a younger 
brother, for the maintenance of a brood of young har 
barians; or unless his reigning majesty of Hford wil 
sanction my surrendering my sword, like Steme'f 
Marquis, and taking up a yard measure or a oamel^s 
hair brush, — which my father seems to hold in th< 
0imo Jig-ht, as equally badgw of trade, -^ But ev 
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i tkieie toere^ I knov'no one more likely than myself 
:o be a hen-pecked husband. — It is the common fate 
if great heroes, -rr- £rom Mark Antony and Marl- 
boETongh, to Mark Me/^ 

"The very man for a Jerry Sneak, certainly!" re- 
plied his brother, surveying him with a smile, over- 
joyed to see him lapsing into good humour. ^^ Whereas 
I, — whom you sometimes insolently characterise as 
Ibe meekest man, aft^ Moses, pretend to be, in 
married life, a very Bruin. — I am by uq means 
one of those who proclaim the equality of the 
sexes." 

"It is somewhat too early in the day, — (and 
a little too late at night) to enter into the great 
question of White Slave Abolition," rejoined Mark, 
convinced that, in the hope of changing the argument. 
Bis brother was giving utterance to sentiments foreign 
to his own. And in order to release him from his 
false position, he began to discuss otter-hunting in all 
its branches, and their friend Harley's pack in particu- 
lar, till the waning of the candles in their sconces 
vramed them to rest. 

An early opportunity, however, was seized by 
Siarcus for putting to the test the feelings of his sor- 
rowing mother towards her brother's family. 

/ "Hugh endeavours to heal her wounded heaxt ^tk 
fisams and unguents,'' argued Ue. ''''I V^ Xrj "Ca.^ 
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probe, and astringents. Momentary torture sometimes 
produces lasting cure." 

When therefore, a few days after his arrival, the 
illness of Olivia's governess, a kind-hearted elderly 
German who had attended her from childhood, gave 
rise to the momentous question of a successor, in case 
Madame Winkelried's indisposition should necessitate 
her retirement from office, Marcus took occasion to 
suggest to his mother, whom he was driving in 
her pony -phaeton through the park, that it was 
time his sister should be placed under more intel- 
lectual tutorage than that of the motherly old Fran- 
conian. 

"Who is nevertheless a mine of information,'* re- 
plied Lady Davenport; "and who has taught her 
almost all it is necessary for a woman to know, 
without allowing her to acquire an idea or feel- 
ing which it would be desirable a woman should for- 
get." 

"Still, it would be pleasanter for a girl so nearly 
on the verge of womanhood to have a more congenial 
companion. I suspect, mother, that solicitude for my- 
self and Hugh had some share in your choice oi 
Olivia's governess? You were afraid of a second 
snake in the grass, — a second Mary Hargood?" 

Lady Davenport was silent for some minutes — 
not, as her son supposed, from etxibatr&samQnt^ bul 
jErom profound emation. 
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"No fear of my encountering on this side the 
grave a second Mary Hargood," said she at length, 
in faltering accents. "If there ever lived a perfect 
leing, Mark, it was she. To maintain her widowed 
mother, she undertook duties which ought not to have 
been made what they were, in my father's house. — 
Por while to me she was the fondest of friends, as 
well as best of instructresses, every opportunity was 
afforded by my parents for the growth of that affec- 
tion between her and poor Mark, which ripened into 
a frantic passion. — He was wild, wayward — a 
spendthrift — a prodigal. They wanted to reclaim 
him. They wanted to attach him to home. They 
wanted to preserve himself and his patrimony from 
utter ruin. And at whose cost? — At that of the 
poor little governess, whose beauty and talents were 
to attract him to the dull fireside he had hitherto 
shunned for gayer scenes." 

"And they succeeded?" inquired Mark, with un- 
speakable interest — finding his mother, overpowered 
hy her feelings , pause for breath. 

"They succeeded. My brother was always with 
Ufl — what an acquisition to Mary — what an ac- 
quisition to me I How happy we all three were to- 
gether! — How doubly pleasant were the woods and 
fields of Meadowes Court — dear, dear old Meadowes 
Court!" — 
And again f she paused and wept. . "^ 
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"And did 70U never suspect, motker, lie state of 
feeling of your companions?" 

"Never. To rhj sbame be it j^oken, Mark, J in- 
herited the notion, then univcMal ih our class olf so- 
ciety, that governesses, however endowed, and hoir- 
ever attractive, — were a prohibited casrtB; ^^ parias, 
with whom alliance was as impossible as l^th n6gi!oes 
or Red Indians." 

"Had he confided to you then that he was in 
love with Mary Hargood, you would have shrunk 
from it as from something indecent, or the avowal of 
a crime!" 

"I was never put to the trial. He never did con- 
fide it to me. I knew nothing on the subject till the 
discovery had been made by my mother, and Mary 
expelled the house." 

"And you gave up your Mend without a struggle! 
— Oh! mother!" — 

"Ah! my dear Mark, — if you only kaew bow 
little any effort of mine would have availed her 
cause. What you term a struggle, — that is a re- 
monstrance with my parents, — would have been 
oall^ rebellion, and denounced as the result of bar 
evil lessons." 

Mark Davenport unconsciously shrugged his dhoul- 

"I did hopBy" she reamnei, ''\io^^^ fet ^^«a%>'^M^. 
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I miglit ol)taiii tftLfficient inflaeaoe over yonr (a/Qier to 
induce him to &vour a reoondliatidii." 

Lord Bav^nport^fl tmdiitiful son x^asoned Withiii 
limself that to endeavour to soften his lordship's s*ah- 
lom nature Was about as hopeM n task a6 {to use 
Cowper's expression,) to 'dap a blister on <^e woodea 
pate of a wigblock*^ 

^'But a thousand dboumstances cotirbiiied against 
me/' c^ntiiiued his mother. ^'Marj had a Tfxong-beaded 
i>rotker, -wiK) stirred up eoals of disoord: a violent mii^ 
— a violent writer -^ a democrat — * who fieemed to 
take delight in irritating and disgusting the family. 
Tken, raj poor dear brother himself did a thousand 
veiatioHS things to widen the breach." 

"And you literally, from the day of rupture till 
iK)w, never beheld them again?" 

"I could not have done so , unless in defiance of 
your father's will^ by journeyiMg down to Meadowes 
Court. From the day of his marriage, my brother ab- 
jiu:ed London, as a place in which he had no longer 
apart" 

"Wise mail! — Happy man!" •^— 

"Thank Ood, he was happy -*- which is the best 
proof of his wisdom, or of any one's wisdom," said 
Lady Davenport "I believe no one eVer led i^ more 
contented life." 

**Bttt why so flure of it, since no communication 
ffnw took place between you?^' 
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"A sister of Lady Louisa Eustace resides ynSm 
a couple of miles of Meadowes Court; and through 
them, I have heard frequently of my brother and Us 
wife—" 

^Xady Louisa Eustace,^' repeated Mark, musingly, 
as if endeavouring to recall the name to his mind. 

"The Eustaces of Homdean Court Sir Heniy b 
an old schoolfellow of your father, and Lady LouiM 
one of Lord Davenport's few favourites. He told me 
the other day that there was something of a project 
between them to marry Olivia to their son." 

"OHvia? — That childr 

"You forget how time runs on. Next year, she 
will be presented. But I trust' many more will pass 
before I am called upon to resign her to a husbandj 
above all, to one of any other person's choosing than 
her own." 

"And these Eustaces are friends of poor Lady 
Meadowes?" 

" They have never even seen her. But Lady Ha^ 
riet Warneford, Lady Louisa's sister, resides at Ba- 
densford Manor House; and through her and them, 
the first intelligence reached me of my brother's 
death." 

"And what of his widow? Surely mother, you have 
written to her?" 

"I resolved to do so, — I made the attempt. But 
ererjr word that came to my "j^eii ft^«sxi^^>Stfe v^Nfiss^ 
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my broflier's memory. To have riBmained silent so 
g; and then, the moment he was laid in the grave, 
'8t through all prohibitions to address her who had 
n the cause of the estrangement between us I — 
ere was something unnatural in it, Mark." 
"On the contrary. It was all the atonement you 
Id offer to his memory. What was imnatural in 
Nothing that is humane, mother, can ever be un- 
ural." 

"I felt that, in Mary's place, I should return Ihe 
er unopened. In short, dear Marjc, I dared not 
te." : 

"Oh! that miserable moral cowardice! What fools, 
I sometimes what knaves it makes of us!'' sighed 
rk, Davenport. 

"Had she required aid or assistance from me, it 
lid have been another thing," pleaded his mother. 
ut Lady Meadowes is very well off. She and her 
id inherit the Meadowes Court estate, — more than 
thousand a -year. I have little doubt that the 
tial reconciliation I should be able to propose, (for 
I father would never be a party to it,) would be 
iful and embarrassing to her rather than other- 

3." 

"Not if she be the kind and perfect being you 
e described. At all events, mother, for the ease of 
r own consciencej make the attemigt" 
jadjr Davenport gravely sliook Yiet "Vie^^uSi. T!\!kss* 

esa and Pr^udice. /. \^ ^ 
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drive was drawing to a termiiiation« They wei 
within riew of Qford Castle, with all its dreary ai8( 
ciations of marital and paternal authority. The iro 
gauntlet of the domestic tyrant seemed again pressio 
upon her neok, and bending down her spirit. 

"Then let mer 

"Foti, Mark?" 

"Let me write, or better still, let me go — *' 

"To a person you have never seen? — A pUc 
you have never visited?" — 

"Why not, — if I visit it in your name, as 
messenger of peace?" 

"And your father?" — 

"My father troubles himself very little about m; 
movements, unless when he has to pay for them. H 
need not be apprised of thii** 

"I have no secrets from him, Mark." 

"/ have many. If I venture to behave myself Hi 
a Christian towards my aunt and cousin — " 

"Hush, hush I — for Heaven* a sake hush!" whi 
pered Lady Davenport, — for they had now enteK 
the court -yard. 

"I shall of course do it with a mental reservatio: 
like the young Irish lady who went through the mt 
riage ceremony, adding to each response, ^providi 
my father gives his consent.'" 

'^Sugb Davenport no^oei i<nSlcL ^<^^(^ ^ ^^al di 
St dinner^ that his mother's eyea V>o\L^^l«t\^'^^V^ 
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than usual; and Olivia, who rarely ventured to utter 
an opinion in her father^s presence, took courage to 
Bay that she was sure her mother^s drive in the open 
carriage with Marcufi^ had ione her good: — a re- 
mark which deepened the faint tinge of colour on her 
ladyship's pallid cheek. 

Lord Davenport was of opinion, on the contrary, 
that her spirits must have been raised by the thriving 
aspe(^ of his farm. But Marcus could not help hoping 
that his darling mother felt gratified by a project 
vhieh she dared not Openly sanction. Who can say 
which was the true sunrise I — The secrets of that 
harassed heart lay betwixt herself and Heaven! 



\V* 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Love is your only modern alchemist: — transmtt- 
tation of character being the substitute for transmutation L 
of metals. Love, which had rendered the pelf-seeking |j 
William Eustace humble, was already rendering the 
frank, reckless Mark Davenport cautious and sage. 

Instead of rushing off the following day to ftdfil 
his promise to himself and his mother of visiting Mea* 
dowes Court, he judged it prudent not to incense Lord 
Davenport by disappointing his expectations of com- 
pleting his family circle at Ilford, during the Christmas 
holidays. It was one of the old customs to which he 
clung as to a duty, — a duty towards Public Opinion. 
His fat cattle were slain, — his strong beer broached,— 
his offspring collected under his roof. And if their 
mirthfulness were a little dashed by the overclouding 
of parental authority, or diluted by a copious ad- 
mixture of paternal prose, the county paper, which 
duly announced their Christmas festivities, was none 
the wiser. 

So poor Marcus stayed, and listened. Lord Da- 
venport condescended to notice to Hugh that never 
had he seen his younger son so companionable or so 
rational. And as the for ouc^ BeVi-^oN^Ttift^^^^*-"^^ 
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able to occupj his mornings to his satisfaction, by 
giving lessons in his favourite art to his interesting 
young sister, the four weeks of his sentence to what 
he called the House of Correction, passed far less 
tediously than he had expected. Association with 
tbee natures so gentle and refined as those of his 
mother, his brother and the timid Olivia, had almost tamed 
the wild elephant by the time he started for the South. 

February had set in, bright and sunny; as that 
most deceptions month occasionally does , as if to add 
unnecessary bitterness to the biting blasts of its suc- 
cessor; and never perhaps in his life had Marcus been 
conscious of such elasticity of spirits as when progress- 
ing with his dog and portmanteau from those beauti- 
ful dales, where he. saw only scenes worthy the pencil 
of Turner or Lee, and Lord Davenport only wilds to 
be converted by the appliance of patent manure, — 
towards the sunny banks of the Severn. 

He fancied himself on the eve of a new era of his 
existence. He was about to redress an injury. He 
WAS about, like some hero of the antique world, to 
propitiate Heaven by atonement for an ancestral crime. 
Wliat more he purposed or anticipated, it matters little 
to inquire. For so prone are we to deceive ourselves, 
that, had he been asked whether the pacification of 
Ear^ood had any isrhare in his mo^em^ivX.^^ \i^^^\i^^ 
ave replied by a negative as iaiigiiaiiX. 5^^ \>S8«36^ 
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forms the response to qaestions convicting iu ask* 
postors. 

Marcus had despatched his active and assidaoiiB 
servant straight from Ilford Castle to town; for OYcr 
active and assiduous servants are apt to prove as 
troublesome appendages as inquisitive friends. He 
was consequently responsible to no one for the erratic 
nature of his movements ; nor was there a single prying 
e;^e to notice that his hand shook strangely wliile 
making his elaborate toilet at Cardington, previous to 
entering the fly about to convey him to Meadowes 
Court: — the home of his mother's childhood, — the 
stronghold of her time-honoured race. 

"What would I give that this visit had taken place 
in the lifetime of my poor old uncle!" said he, as he 
surveyed the wide pastures dividing Cardington from 
Radensford, so exciting to the eye of the fox-hunter. 
'*How I should have liked the jolly old sportsman; 
who appears to have sown and reaped his wild oats 
in a single harvest: and to have had but one mind 
during the remainder of his life. A great tiling (hat! 
To be what the French call tout cTune piece is, in my 
opinion, a substantial virtue. We should have agreed 
famously. As my father said, I am a Meadowes at 
heart." 

Still, it was not too late. The amiable wife and 
eharming daughter remamed-, axidVkoTi^V^tss'QXA.'tKit 
iope to enjoy with them tli© ca^i\«\T\xTia t«A.i«sass^ 
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]^artridge-8liOoting wHereof the materials lay around 
lum, it was something that he could offer to these 
Hymg relatives the expressions of his regard and de- 
\ ference for him they lad lost 

In passing hurriedly through Badensford, he noted 
the old lichen ^stained lodge leading to the Manor 
House; and the Rectory, with its trim shrubbery of 
laurels. The cottages looked wholesome and cheerful. 
The country did not wear that constrained aspect of 
the highly -farmed environs of Ilford; — clearly 
belonging to a proprietor who regarded the kindly 
finits of the earth but as the means of increasing the 
balance of his banker's book, or creating an ideal 
capital in that misty and mysterious abyss of property, 
called Public Securities. 

"My poor mother! What a change for her, from 
this pleasant open country to the narrow horizon of 
Dford,'^ thought Marcus, as at length, through a glade 
in the forest of Burdans already brightened by patches 
of yellow gorse, which in the distance gleamed like 
scatterings of sunshine, he discovered the outline of 
the old family mansion. 

And lol a few minutes more conveyed him to 
Meadowes Court — To his utter dismay, he saw 
that the window-shutters were closed, and the chimneys 
smokeless I — 

"How is this?" said he to the driver, who seemed 
to heaiUte about pulling the \)e\\., 'v\idltt. ^^^^Ji^ 
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there was no one to answer. "Is not the family 
here?" 

"Sir Jervis ben't a come yet, Sir. They do say 
he ben^t a coming. Master heerd a talk as the place 
war to be let; and that there 'd been priest folk from 
Bristol, a looking a'ter it, to make what's called a 
Summin-hairy." 

"But Lady Meadowes and her daughter?" 
^^Hev* Sir Jervis ever a lady, Sir? — " 
"The widow of the late Sir Mark — " 
"Oh! the widder, Sir. Pity but what you'd men- 
tioned it afore you left Card'nfn. She's gun away 
for good an' all. Went jist afore Christmas, Sir. 
There's been a sale here, sin' then; which brought 
all the gentlefolk of the keounty for twenty mile 
round." 

If any one averse to profane swearing had been 
just then within earshot, Mark Davenport might hare 
risked both fine and remonstrance. He was vexed 
beyond measure, — beyond measure disappointed. 
His feelings had been wound up to a pitch of excite* 
ment and expectation, from which it was difficult for a 
being so unreasonable to fall with decency. 

"But whither was the widow gone, — and where 
was her daughter?" 

Ah I that the flyman didn't pretend to know. And 

he began zealously pulling at the door bell, in hopes 

of amending his ignorance. T^ox ^^^aa >casA^ '^'8^ 
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mted efforts produced no result. No venerable 
Echols appeared, as aforetime, with sable suit and 
a pdl like that of Polonius; — no bumpkin footman, 
▼earing the Meadowes' livery as proudly as though it 
irere the pyed surcoat of the Montmorencys. A slat- 
ternly servant -girl peeped sulkily through the half- 
opened door, of which she had found the chain too 
bard to unbolt; one of those blighted slips of human 
nature, which nothing but a house-agent or lodging- 
touse keeper ever contrives to rake out of the human 
rubbish-heap. 

To a reiteration of Captain Davenport's queries 
respecting Lady Meadowes, she had no answer to 
afford. Of the late family, she knew nothing. She 
and a deaf old mother were engaged by the attorney 
of the present proprietor, to take care of the *empty 
Vails of the old mansion, till something should be 
arranged respecting its occupancy. To his request to 
"seethe house," she replied that it was "all shut up;" 
and though a handsome gratuity eventually enlightened 
Her mind as to the possibility of opening the shutters, 
she did her spiriting, in the operation, far more like 
, a Caliban than an Ariel. 

Now if there be one spot on earth more cheerless 
than another, it is a house frbm which HtQ. ibrniture 
l«i8 been' hastily removed, and which has never been 
i cleared up since it^ dismantlement. The old low- 
hrowed hall, , at the best of timea gloomj ^ ^ws^ T^'ik^ 
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sprinkled over willi loose straw and shreds of packi 
paper. A monldjr mildewed smell prevailed in 
untidy passages. All was damp and chilling as 
a family vault. — The walls of the best apartm< 
were discoloured by the removal of pictures. In mi 
places, the paper was torn; in others, long knd 
cords were left hanging where pictures had been ta 
down. Cobwebs were pendent from the firetted ceilii 
and on the dirty oaken floors, lay shreds of matti 
lids of packing-cases, torn newspapers, — all 1 
was shabby and unseemly. 

As the little slovenly maid of all work procee 
to open the shutters and admit the tell-tale brighti 
of the midday sun, Marcus was almost tempted to 
her close them again. If this was Meadowes Co 
he had seen enough of it. « 

The girl insisted, however, — as if she thou 
her fee would otherwise be unhandsomely earned, 
on escorting him through the house; — and thoi 
his disgusts and mortification increased at every s: 
he was pleased for a moment by the light and pr< 
hangings of the room designated as *^Mi8f 
adjoining the vast old oak-wainscoted apartment 
"my lady." 

"And was the whole furniture sold, then?" 
inguired, — as he looked from the wide £lizab«d 
windows over the well-timfeex^ T^«L^^w3t. 
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"Almost all," sie believed, "Everything had been 
emoved afore she came. Muster Preston, the lawyer, 
□dow'd all about it, and could tell where the ladies 
iras to be heerd on." 

To tbe lawyers, therefore, whose address she 
communicated, Marcus was fain to refer himself for 
farther information; and cheerless indeed was his drive 
back to Gardington, with a tired horse and grumbling 
driver, — all three frustrated in their expectations. 
No longer surveying the landscape with the eye of a 
fox-hunter or an artist, Marcus rolled himself up 
like a hedgehog in a comer of the fly; swearing 
at the climate, — the county, the country, — and 
occasionally including himself and all his members 
in his imprecations. 

His good intentions towards his mother^s family, 
however, flagged not. Though, as far as he knew, 
the widow might have deserted Meadowes Court from 
iistaste for the spot, or for a country life, he was 
lot yet out of conceit with his unknown relative. 
To his imaginative mind, she was still the gentle 
klary Hargood of other days; and he determined to 
'ollow her, and persist in his projects, if she and 
ler daughter were to be found within limit of the 
dngdom. 

But if the feelingB of the yoxmg Bo\d\ct^ %i <!«tar 
vatire Btranger, were thus deeply louOaa^ >b^ ^ 
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desolation of the venerable Stammhaus of thQ Meadowes 
family, what must have been the grief of poor little 
Amy on witnessing the desecration of their lares and 
penates! — In all her plans a-nd resolutions, the 
conduct of Lady Meadowes had been regulated by 
regard for the future interests of her daughter. 
Placing her own predilections entirely out of the 
question, she did not allow herself to retain a single 
object or article that could be advantageously disposed " 
of for the benefit of the little fund that was to form I 
her daughter's future dependence. At first, indeed, ' 
the advisers of Sir Jervis had suggested that much j 
of the property, — such as plate and pictures, — j 
was heir-loom. But of this, he could produce no \ 
evidence; and the Will of Sir Mark, bequeathing* 1 
his personalty specifically to his widow, was eventually I 

- established. 

From that day. Lady Meadowes sanctioned the j 
preliminaries of the sale by auction which was to 3 
clear the premises for their new proprietor; and with 
the exception of their personal belongings, and a 
small case of miniatures of no intrinsic value, all was 
speedily ticketed and destined to the hammer. — 
It had been the earnest desire of both mother and 
daughter to escape from the scene of confusion before ! 
their sacred haunts were invaded. But • this was I 
impossible. The inclemency of the weather rendered | 

;,p^rilous the immediate removal of the invalid; and ' 
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le had to endure the rough intrusion and coarse 
lestioning of the auctioneer and his workmen, ere 
e doors closed upon her for e^er. 

She might have home the trial with less firmness, 
it for the necessity of supporting the courage of the 
)ung girl thus driven from the home of her child- 
)od. — In spite of her hest intentions, in spite of 
d Mr. Henderson's fatherly exhortations, and old Bur- 
iby's salutary chidings , Amy could not overcome her 
iguish of spirit. Her father's arm-chair, — her father's 
riting-table, — her father's trophies of the chase, — 
B old pet books, — his rack of hunting-whips, — 
s favourite drinking- cup , — how could she bear to 
te them dragged about and contemptuously turned 
rer by the hands of hirelings! His morning room, 
ill littered with his belongings, which neither she 
>r her mother, nay, not even old Nichols — had 
jntured to enter since his coffin was carried out of it, 
as now thrown open to all comers; and a lawyer's 
erk was seated with his hat on, taking an inventory 
: the scattered eiffects , at the table where that darling 
tiher used to sit, at his desk; while she hung over 
is shoulder, suggesting objects for his benevolence, 
: modifying his magisterial awards. Who can wonder 
lat she rushed weeping to her mother's feet, — pray- 
ig idth almost convulsive gestures that at least tJuit 
)om might be spared, if only, only for another 
ayl- 
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But this state of agitation cotdd not be all^wtid mI. , 
continue. Dr. Burnabj began to see that the faMUi ^ ., 
of the daughter was in greater jeopardy from UajL i 
than that of the mother from precipitate remoyaL Th 
executors undertook the whole charge and condiiet 
the sale; and by their advice, almost by their authofitji 
Lady Meadowes and Amy, with a single attending 
were conveyed to the temporary lodgings at CUftoiti 
secured for them by the good old doctor. 

Both he and his coadjutor of the Bectory were a 
little puzzled, and still more grieved, by the coohen, 
exhibited on the occasion by their neighbour at tb^ 
Manor House. Lady Harriet had selected this vat 
lucky moment to absent herself from home. Thi 
kindlier-hearted Bachel Burton indeed was unremitting 
in her endeavours to supply the place of this older 
friend; and even the Admirars sententious niece was afl 
active in her attendance on them as the nervous state 
of her feelings would allow. But both were too deeply 
attached to Lady Meadowes and her daughter to find 
the task of consolation easy. While assisting their I 
packing and cheering their departure, their own tears \ 
were a sad hindrance. 
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The old servants to be paid off and dispersed, 

the favourite animals, even Blanche and Stingy to be 

diBcarded^ — the faithful friends to be taken leave o£^ 

• — the grave of the buabauSL wi^lWOMst Xk^X^r^^tns^^^ 
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Last time, — and then — But why dwell upon 
kils of that mournfxil esodus ! — They went — 
lace remembered them no longer. — 
Hagar, driven forth into the wilderness, was 
isolate than they! — 
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CHAPTER XVL 

Genteel poverty is too apt to be garlanded about 
with arabesques by descriptive writers; Kke the de^ 
ceptious honeysuckles twined over a rustic porch. — ^ 
Even poor Mary Tremenheere, far advanced in A6 
thirties , and much addicted to weak poetry and weak ^ 
tea, allowed herself to whine occasionally to Mrs. Bitt- j 
ton aboiit the "humble cot" of their banished friends, 
as "the abode of frugality and content." 

But Mrs. Burton knew better. Mrs. Burton had 
tasted of the bitter waters and found them unpalatable; 
— and, aware that the "humble cot" consisted of two 
floors in one of a row of comfortless lodging-houses, 
so small, that the smell of the kitchen and voices of its 
inmates, were never absent from the drawing-room, she 
knew how greatly the long-pampered invalid would 
have to suffer, and how much poor Amy would feel in 
noting her mother's loss of comfort. 

The time had arrived, Mrs. Burton thought, alasl 

far sooner than she had expected, which justified her 

former disapproval of the mode of Amy's bringing up. 

Too early J poor child, had «i![ie \i^«w «\usmioned to 

meet znisfortune, face to £ace. "^V^ «v^\. ^1 "^^ 
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terrible aspect m^fat perhaps prove too mncli for her 
courage. 

Mrs. Burton beliered too, and the prim maid^oi 
laij believed, that other mifiehaaces besides pecuniary 
«iteS| had their share in rendering the health of Amy 
MeadowBs at the moment of leaving Badmisford neariy 
as precarious as that of hm: mother. They had wit- 
nessed i^e commencement of her Acquaintance iriA 
WiUiam Eufftace^ ithey had noticed his aUentiont to 
her; they had seen her intense anxiety at the com- 
menceinei^ of his illness. But liiey also remembered 
the sevmty of countenance assumed hy Lady Harriet 
when they haziunded the smallest allusion to the sub- 
ject: ajod neither of them was m the slightest degree 
aware of Mr. Eustace's hmried visit to Meadowes Courts 
or its resoltft. 

It was consequently only natural that^ with the 
proneness of their sex for hearing the wings of in- 
visible Oa|nds perpetually fluttmng in the air, they 
should decide that Am^ Meadowes's fall from her high 
estate was grievously ^nbittered by the pangs of a 
disappointed first love. 

Poor girll->- heor troubles needed no «uch enhaAce^ 
ment. It was enough to see the darling mother she 
loved so dearly, ill-lodged, ill-fed, and ill-attended; 
to have had the sunshine of her innocent life ex- 
tinguished in a moment; to leave old ndghbour Savile 
and the nest of her pensiooyers succeuxlesi iu ^Ih^ts^^s^ 
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of winter; — to find the hands of strangers laid upon 
objects she had been accustomed to hold sacred; — ' 
and feel herself razed from an honourable line. 

While Mary Tremenheere was whispering at the 
Rectory her fears that dear Lady Harriet and the 
Eustaces might not prove the only family of distinction 
likely to disdain an alliance with the poverty-stricken 
daughter of an ex-governess, the tears of the object 
of her pity were falling in secret over her discovery 
not that her mother was of humble birth, jjut that her 
father's living sister kept aloof from them, even in the 
day of their tribulation: that no cousin Hugh, or 
Marcus, or Olivia, took pity on her fate. 

The beauty and novelty of the scenery to which 
they were thus disastrously transferred, had no charms 
for the mourners. Overpowered by her journey, and 
the harassing events by which it was preceded. Lady 
Meadowes was again confined to the sofa; nor wotdd 
her daughter quit her side, save for her Sabbath de- 
votions. In the little glaring drawing-room, from which 
it was equally impossible to exclude the sun and wind 
that rendered its tawdry ornaments so faded, and 
brought down such gusts of smoke from its narrow 
chimney, they were 

GablnM, oribbM, confined, 

as In a lantern. For some iay^ ^iV-ekX Wv^a Ssi%\aJsssa\vt^ 
.4iDjr^ with the Banguine ptom^^iis*^ ^i V«t ^-^^^V^ 
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UBtening for arrivals. She felt snre that one or other 
i the kind friends who had taken so much thought 
or them, would follow them to see how they fared 
inder their triald. Clifton was scarcely thirty miles 
rom Badensford, They could come and return in a 
lay^ Alas! poor girl, she took not into account the 
imount of time already sacrificed by these good people 
n their behalf; that each and all had other duties to 
ittend to. The bounds of human virtue have their 
limit. Even the Good Samaritan took out only two 
[>ence for the benefit of the wounded wayfarer; and 
)thers besides Lady Harriet Warneford were perhaps 
)f opinion that Sir Marks widow and daughter must 
[earn to shift for themselves. 

Amy continued, however, to rush to the window 
whenever some vehicle stopped in the vicinity of their 
bouse; hoping to see the benevolent countenance of 
Mr. Henderson, the kindly smile of his daughter, or 
the knitted brows of Dr. Burnaby. Even the deaf old 
A^dmiral and his niece would have been welcome. But 
the carriages brought only strangers to visit the 
strangers by whom they were surrounded. Not one 
familiar face, — not one kindly word, — not one 
glance of comfort for Amy Meadowes. 

The worst was that the only civilities oflFered her 
were far more irksome than this enforced solitude^ 
The person by whom their lodgings were kept, — the 
'Jadjr/' as Bbe carefully styled "hexB^Ai^ — \l«to^%^^ 
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otiier occupation for her tiin* aad dio«gIiis had Ae 
victimB under her charge, ^wat moved to btttow It 
nnnsual share of both npon her sew imnatet. Thef 
had been especially recommended to htl' hj Dr. "Bra- 
nabj, -^ &om whom she had often betens tocrnni 
consignments of invalid patients. Bnt never a Barontf i 
widow, — never a girl bo lovely «s ^swect Miss Mmr 
dowes.'* Mrs* Darby felt that she had a right to j£eot 
extraordinary interest in their welfare; and bestow to 
longest dictionary words and profounde^t cartsdys upon 
than, while daily iaqniring what it would please iter 
ladyship to take for dimier *^ because the appedte of 
an invalid like her ladyship ongiit to be comnihedf ^ 
and she could easy get a spring chicken foor her lady- 
ship, or a little grass, if her ladyship would only con- 
descend to say the word. 

To such suggestions ) when Amy was alone, Mri* 
Darby by degrees ventured to add a few werds ef ad- 
vice on the subject of doniestic economy and thi eti- 
quettes of life: interrupting her officious owmaA wilh 
cant and palaver only the more offensive to pion eM 
for beeing clothed in the language of BeHptore; •*- 
like robes stolen from a sacristy to be d^aded ial^ 
masquerade costumes. 

"Poor dearl one hardly knows which is tiie f^reater 

child, the mother or the daughter,'' obeerred Ifo. 

Darbj, shaking her long streatnete of forlorn ringing 

Msf she wbiBpered her con&dencettft^wst ^«j£Sn\a\^3A^!t 



I 



• Aim pumupicB. 229 

If. Alarie Am^Uettf -^ (*^a bmSep^odant gentleman" 
he described him to Amy, ^Vliich lives oil Us means, 
ad lutt recMed under mj bumble roof these seven 
<etr eoiBio Hidisiehpiafl"). -^ ^^One wisbfe to do one's 
mif^ aad somelhiog more tiifm ope's dootj,* 
(r. Halario, to such poor forlorn oreaturs. The 
idow of Sir Kark Meadowes, of Meadowes Court, 
ir; ooe of tlbd first famUiea in Gloaoeoterahire; but 
jft very bad off, I 'm afeard; — no male attendant, 
- BotfaiBg but one superannuated groping old maid 
IT both, '^ a« eroes and short, if I ask her a question, 
I if she didn't noderatand who she was a spesdking to." 

After which explanations, int^larded with a few 
ell-womt texts wbieh she was aecustomed to mince up 
f be? lodgeiiB with their stale bread and rancid mut- 
a, she was requested by her syn^pathisiag first -floor 

convey to tke **poer forlorn eireaturs'^ a copy of the 
)meirsetflbireWeddyHwald, — and tbe last "Punch," 
fitb Mr. Alarie Amph)ett'a best respeeta, and hopes 
at her ladyship felt herself the better for the salu- 
wm elimate of her new abode.'^ 

Not a little was Mrs, Darby ofibnded when, on 
iding more theatrically than ujnual on the morrow 
to Amy's cbamber^ and delivering her credentials 
tb her aceuatomed attention to stage- effect, Miss 
^adowes received the overtures of ber gallant fellow- 
Iger with ^lomewhat mQre^ than xskdiffi^renfi^. ^ha 
'ff0d Mrs. D^bjr would retvffu Qi^ v^«ii^* 
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mother did not care for such tilings. She had herself 
no time for reading. 

When, by dint of perpetually throwing himself in 
her way in tlie narrow entry, on her way to church, 
Mr. A. A. eventually contrived to make himself known 
by sight. Amy's indifference to his overtures ripened 
into disgust. The self-conceited vulgarity of the "in- 
dependent gentleman '' (a superannuated Bristol clerk, 
the Lovelace of the small tea-parties of Clifton,) ren-« 
dered it pleasanter to proceed in the rain when ove^ 
taken by a shower, than accept the umbrella with 
which he had been officiously following her for the 
chance of a self-introduction. 

"I know it does not become me to be proud. I 
know I ought to be thankful for any one's civilities. 
But I have not patience with this forward man. How 
am I to make Mrs. Darby understand that she is only 
to make her appearance when rung for; and that I 
do not wish to hear again the name of Mr. Alaric 
Amphlett? — " 

She did contrive to make both facts clearly undei^ 
stood. But in doing so, when Mrs. Darby presented 
herself as the bearer of a "bittifal boquet, which Mr, 
Halaric 'oped would be hacceptable to her ladies," she 
also contrived to make an enemy. Though Miss Mea- 
dowes announced her own and her mother's wishes for 
the strictest privacy, in the gfenM^^t t^snaa^ -vltli all her 
usual ladjr-UkQ self-posseasiou, ^^. Ti^-i^^ ^w«x^^^ 
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out of the roonv, scarcely able to bridle her indigna- 
tion. 

"They shan't be troubled much more with my 
iassiduities ," she observed, in reporting to her par- 
lour-floor the ill-success of her mission. "Folks which 
content themselves all the month round with harrow- 
root and boiled mutton, needn't give themselves quite 
the hairs of Hempress Queens." 

It was precisely while occupied in giving vent to 
her resentments, in A. A's private apartment, that she 
overheard her Nora in dimity anything but white ^ in- 
forming an applicant for an interview with Lady Mea- 
dowes, that her ladyship was a great invalid, and saw 
no company. 

"M55 Meadowes, then; — he particularly wished 
to see Miss Meadowes." 

"The young lady never left her mamma." ^ 

The visitor gave utterance to several exclamations 
of vexation and disappointment. "It was particularly 
}rovoking. He had come from a great distance to see 
hem." To all which, Mrs. Darby listened through 
he half- open door of Mr. Halaric's parlour; delighted 
believe that Miss Meadowes's haughty prohibition 
rould prove the means of depriving her of the sight 
»f some valued friend. 

A peep at the visitor seemed to render this still 
aore probable. For though bronzed in face, and 
wn^Ii bis monrmng-8vdt was of a cvx\,Net^ ^\SKys^ 
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from tbe Bath faeliions sported by ^ independent 
gentleman, he was strikingly handsome in face, and 
^ possessed a fine manly military-looking figure. 

"Couldn't you s^nd up your name, Sir?" suggested 
the servant , on whom his 'appearance seemed to pro- 
duce as favourable an impression as on h^ mistress. 

The proposal probably staggered the intruder; for 
he neither answered it, nor retreated from the <kor. 
Probably because he l^new that kis name was the last 
in the world likely to be acceptable to those he was 
desirous to conciliate. But the suggestion had given 
a new direction to his plans. Taking out his pocket- 
book, he wrote a line or two on a leaf hastily torn 
from it; and requested that it might be immediately 
taken to Miss Meadowes. 

What would the lady in the forlorn ringlets, en- 
sconced behind the parlour door, or the individual in 
the plaid jacket who stood biting his nails in her rear, 
have given for a glimpse of the mysterious missive! 
-^ It was not for them to surmise that the nameless 
individual had announced hiinself as waiting upon 
Lady Meadowes on the part of Messrs. Preston of 
Cardington; and when the servant returned, bidding 
him "walk up,'* they naturally attributed tke audience 
so readily granted by a young lady reqidrisig the 
*' strictest privacy,'' to the mustachios that graced his 
}ip, and the assurance of his deportment. 

Jjnjr, meanwhile, wlio^ aft^x \i<et ^issaiii&^ 
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flipMtaiialie Mku Darb7, had lat down to oeoapj h%t^ 
self at her drawing -table, hoping to recover her eonn 
pornne before her Biother, who was enjoying her after- 
no«A nap, dionld wake and sommon her, was Iktle 
prepared for the appearance of the supposed derk of ' 
Messrs. Preston and Bon. B[aYing risen at his en- 
trance and adranced a few steps to meet him, instead 
of oiiuing hiift a seat, she paused in an embarrassed 
ataner, colouring deeply, as she snrreyed the hand* 
some stranger. 

^*I fear there has been some mistake ,^^ she began, 
— scarcely knowing how to express her regret at ha 
Ting sanctioned the visit. 

"None, — if I have the honour of addressing 
lOss Meadowes," replied the frank stranger; in a 
voice which still further deepened the flush on Amy's 
eheek. 

"You have prpbably some message foir my mother 
frgju Mr, Preston," sftid she. "I regret to say that 
n^unma is as yet u^eq^a^ to business." 

^*The only business I have to transact with Lady 
Meadowes," he re|}oined, oonrteonsly placing for poor 
Amy the chair she seemed so loth to oiiBr to himself,, 
^^ia to eocpiess those heartfelt apologies for neglect 
and estrangement, which would not have been so long, 
delayed, but that the last half-dozen years of my life 
isre been spent in India. I lia^^ oisiV^ ^^ ^^'^^^^ 
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become aware of my nnintentional failure in duly to 
so near a relative." 

"My cousin, — yes, my cousin, Mark Daven- 
port r^ exclaimed Miss Meadowes, starting forward 
with extended hands and a countenance brightened 
with joy. **I guessed it — I was sure of it the mo- 
ment you spoke. Your voice and countenance are 
both so like — so very like" — her Voice faltered. 
She could not conclude her sentence. But there was 
no need to name her "poor father." 

"I have been told so before, Amy. I have been 
told that I was quite a Meadowes; and I have a fond 
mother who does not; I suspect, like me the less 
for the resemblance," said he, cordially pressing her 
hands, as he stood contemplating his charming new- 
found relative; who, trembling in every limb with sur- 
prise and emotion, was only too glad to accept the 
chair placed, for her, and to find Marcus, the often- 
dreamed of Marcus, — seated by her side. 

"I have thought of you so much," said she, with 
frank unreserve. "Alone as I am in the world, cousin, 
it seemed so hard to have such near relations without 
a hope of ever meeting. How happy, hoW very happy, 
my mother will be!" 

"Are you sure of that. Amy? — Lady Meadowes 
has much to resent 1" 

"Sie never resents. My mother is an angel. She 
^V pojrbaps grieve that you ue^et \.qoV ^wa^^ y^ 
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come and see ui at Meadowes Court, during the life- 
time of my father. Now, your visit will seem like a 
eoncession made to people fallen in the world: — not 
a spontaneous impulse of affection/* 

Captain Davenport felt perhaps a little guilty; 
conscious that a spontaneous impulse of affection for 
his aunt or cousin was by no means the primum mobile 
of his visit 

"It will be more generous of you, Amy," said he, 
"to accept, without retrospect, the contrition of one 
who has offended. It is the privilege of the Almighty 
to visit the sins of the fathers upon the children. At 
Hford Castle, I promise you, the children, — even 
when men, — are allowed no will of their own. Will 
you believe that, for twenty years of my life, I was 
ignorant that my mother had a brother?" 

"I believe it readily, — because I was brought 
up in the same error. 'Never in their lives did my 
father and mother mention before me the name of 
Davenport." 

"Then how came you so familiar with that of 
your cousin Mark?" he inquired, with a smile. "You 
welcomed me as if I had been long looked for, come 
at last!" 

"Long wished for, — not expected," was her 
honest reply. "I had heard of you from one of our 
nei^bbours at Jlfeadowes Court." 



"-No, Mr Bectfli's Jib^Ium , — ^b widn^ mi cm 
of j«ir fiiends — "* 

"^Mim. Bmon? — Ton knor Sadhd Bnrton?" 
cried be, — and an c^zesian of leserre mMeuij 
orer-dooded his faee^ — He wofold liare been better 
pleased, ecMild be bave sonnised bow toj fitde 
eoneermng bim tbe ^widow of bis fiiend" had 
erer allowed benelf to cornimniicate to bis jovmg 



^^Sbe once sbowed me some of jonr beantiM 
sketdies,** eontmned Amj, not noticing bis cban|;e of 
countenance; ^and I felt quite piond of yon. And 
tben, jour beazing my fitber^s name made yon seem 
almost more than a consin, — more Hke a brotber. 
It appears absurd, now that we bave met at last, 
and yon are sitting bere by my side, bow often and 
often I bave wished some accident might bring ns 
together! — " 

Mark Davenport did not seem to think it at aB 
absurd. Nothing could be more naturaL But be was 
inexpressibly charmed by the kindliness and candour 
of his uncle's child. He could trace in ber, as she 
discerned in him , marked evidence of kindred blood. 
Her delicate features resembled those ef has sister 
Olivis^ Her winning mannec bsouf^ht Lady Daren- 
port before 2us eyes. 



*^Aad lioW am I to prepare dear ihamitia for all 
this?" said Amy^ too much disturbed by tie £uny 
t)f lier owa tiM>ii^ht8 And feelings ^ lo perceite bow 
oamestly he was eyftmining ber, — r perbapd witb the 
hope of discerning some trait of Hargoodism among 
I the many chaeaetenstictf of tbe bouse of Meadowes. — 
I "What am I to say to ber? -^ Tbat j6u. aore oome 
iritih a message of kindness £rom Lord and Lady 
Davenport?" 

"No^ Amy, — you must uiDt say that*, My father 
is neither milder nor wiser in bis old age tbsua he was 
i& his y^utili: and there are some points en whkb I 
never consult him. My life would otherwise be a peiv 
pttaal skirmish* But you may tell her) Amy, and 
you canxiot tell it her too kindly,'' he continHied^ agwi 
Wag bis oeusin afiBectionately by the band, -^ ^that 
her once cherished Oertrude is breakuig her heart 
tiuit her ]Mt)ther should have gone dowa to the gtave 
UxueoofliQiled. --^ Go and tell her that, dear child* — 
fief axe her to be leni^it towards ihe «on of her old 
friend* -^ Prepare her to accept such atoneaeat as I 
hare to vfSeac, ^— Pr€ipare her to look kindly on my 
mother^ son." 

An^ hesitated. She dreaded the agitation to whiek 
such an explanation would expose her en&ebled 
laother. If it were but over! — If all were said, 
and settled^ and Lady Meadowes wouUL oonfiocut t^ 
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take to her heart this out-spoken and warm-hearted 
nephew! — 

"Have you brought no letter, — no express message 
from Lady Da^ronport?" she inquired, endeavonring t» 
gain courage from delay. 

"No, my dear cousin. We trust to the voice of 
nature to plead for us." 

"It will require some time, at all events, to pre- 
pare my mother's feelings," resumed Amy. — "To- 
day, probably, she will not make up her mind to an. 
interview." 

"She must — she must! — To-morrow I shall 
be gone. — My time is limited." 

"You surely cannot leave us so very soon!" she 
exclaimed, — startled by this announcement. "It 
would be too hard to lose you, Cousin Mark, beford 
our acquaintance is half begun!" 

"It will depend upon yourself, dear Amy, to see 
as much as you please of me, for the remainder of 
our days." And having drawn to his lips the hand 
he was holding, he was proceeding to imprint upon it 
as warm a kiss as if it had been that of Mary Har- 
good, when a disagreeable voice apprised them that 
the head of the inquisitive Mrs. Darby was intruded 
into the room. 

"If you please. Miss Meadowes, mem, her lady- 
8bip*B rung her bell twice, mwa " %«.\flL ^3aft U.^^ of the 



(orlom ringlets, — "and nobody seems to attend to 
it If 70a wish, mem, I have no objection to step up 
to lier ladyship and inform her 70a are particularly 
engaged." 



mi 
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CHAPTER XYEL 



Though ihe spring was now breaking, lihe orderly 
domicile of Hargood was, if possible, still more 
gloomy lihan in lihose short November days when 
Maiy was vainly watching for a ray of real daylight 
to shine upon her unfinished Murillo. 

Never in the darkest moments of their unjoyons 
life had she seen her father so taciturn as during the ! 
month which followed his outbreak of ire against 
Captain Davenport. — She knew him too well to re- 
cur to the subject. She was aware that no interces- 
sion of hers would prevail upon him to withdraw his 
interdiction of the offender's further visits, or induce 
him to answer poor Marcus's letters of apology. — 
Inflexible as Jove the Inscrutable, the man who had 
spent thirty years of his life sitting in critical judg- 
ment upon dynasties and governments, kings, lords, 
and commons, — extinguishing poets by a sneer, 
mangling heroes by a home-thrust, torturing artists, 
exasperating comedians, and putting poets to the edge 
of the penknife, — was not likely to abdicate his opi- 
nion at the intercessions of an inexperienced girl. 
The BjrBtem&tic manufacture of loading ardclea has a 
marveUouB effect on the liuman td^<^\ «x)A. vo^^a ^^ 
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-og in the fable, self-inflated into emulation of the ox, 
othing perhaps has more nearly approached the ar- 
ogance of Oriental autocracy, than the "we" of a 
►opular editor. — Hargood, under his private sense 
>f provocation and injury, went on slashing books, 
md carving ministerial measures into mince-meat 
But he was none the milder in his intercourse with his 
unoffending daughter. 

Nevertheless, under all this seeming rigour, tender 
feelings were throbbing in his heart. — His sister's 
name was once more ringing in his ears. She from 
whom he had parted a girl, was now, it appeared, a 
widow, — a widow with an only daughter; and such 
a position was only the more sacred in his eyes from 
the afflictions with which his family experience had 
brought him acquainted. ^ 

He would have given worlds to obtain some infor- 
mation about her, could he have done so 'without com- 
promising by inquiry, his surly dignity. — Right well 
be knew how long and diligently she had endeavoured 
» trace him out; and what trouble, for many years, it 
lad cost him to evade her officious beneficence. — 
But this obduracy came back to him, now, like a 
}itter reproach. He sometimes threw aside his pen, 
Ji the midst of a caustic article likely to exterminate 
wme thin-skinned, ill-fated author, to rest his brow 
ipon Mb hand, and ]iyq over again ftios^ \ia^Y5 ^«^% 
HenBtead Parsonage, when MLaxy "wa^ "k^^ \ftLS^\ ^w^ 
'•^yw«? a»a Pr^ttdice, /• \^ 
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ber gentle nature interpoMd like a medima of peaee 
between bis victims and the retributive justice of • 
severe editor. For like most tsranis, be bad bemt 
rebel in bis ^oatb; jost as now, tbougb one of the moik 
doquent ebampions of universal freedom, be beUii 
more tban iron durance bis children and honsebold. 

Tbougb be would have rebuked her presnmptimi, 
bad his daughter taken courage to question bim eoor 
eeming the intelligenee communicated in ber presence 
by Captain Davenport, be almost resented ber seen- 
ing inioueicmce on the subject — Mary did not appear 
interested so much as to know Tfbat bad become of 
ber brother artist I — 

Hargood waa aware that Captain Darenpoft bad 
left town. Was it to return to India? — We» ttej 
never to meet again? The notion troubled bim aoielj: 
and to ih^ great surprise of Hamilton Drewe be ibimd 
himself called upon one morning by one for whose I' 
visits be bad vainly canvassed: solsly be<9ause Ha^ ^ 
good fancied it possible that, n» pearls are obiainsd i' 
by pricking an oyster, be might extract firom i}u9 
moth*like flutterer round the sacred torch of i^enhiSi 
intelligence concerning the movements of bis ftJlow^ | 
lodger. I 

But Drewe knew nothing more than that tbe pink i 
cockatoo was incessantly screeching after its master; I 
^ad ibst Davenport's servant \aA TcAnxiiAi ^m Ilford 
Castle, stating that "flie Ca^jlwxx ^a» ^\x^ ^ ^ 



sr.'* For ihis scaaty intelligeace, Hargood bad to 
the penalty of listening to half-a-dozen wiry lyrics, 
cb the poet modestly hinted he should not be 
y to Aee ins^ed in the leading Journal of which 
visitor was the bierophant. 

^'The servant did ttot mention whether Captain || 

'enport was gone into Gloucestershire?" was all f: 

answer he Youohsafed to this modest suggestion, l|! 

Af if the lyrist, whose ears were ringing with the i 

thm of hii own strophes, could have certified just 
a whether Gloucestershire lay north or south 
the Trent! Hargood perceived, at last, that the 
b's thoughts, like his eye, were "in a fine frenzy 
Ing;" and quietly took bis bat and returned home* 
His two boys bad arrived at home for the holi- 
s; Jiolidays which consisted in being kept harder 
rork and far more tongue-tied, that in their Ham- 
smith playground; imd had found their home if 
lible more joyless, and Mary still more silent, than 
iny preceding Christmas. It was almost a release 
n they stepped into the omnibus which conveyed 
d from that well-regulated home, where affection 
leisure were 9a conscientiously economised as 
Ley or money's worth. For them, poor lads, no 
jsant pantonume, ^ — no visits to panoramas, or 
lie shows: albeit tickets of free-admission were 
g dusty and uncared for in the card-rack of tbeir 
r: who regarded such temptatioiia w^ a iaisiaat. 
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gards the gaudy poppies and darnel among his com. 
For them, no fond caress, no encouragement to pour' 
forth the mirth hoarded in their young hearts till, like 
other hoards, it grew mouldy from disuse. Their 
father, ever occupied, was not to be disturbed by their 
noise. Their sister, whose heart yearned after their 
sad faces, must not be diverted from her occupations; 
and if they could have found selfish solace in the 
fact, they must have seen that poor Mary was as weary 
and taskwom as themselves. She was glad when* they 
went back to school. In straining them at parting to 
her heart, she felt it a relief that she was no longer to 
witness the unseasonable subordination of those fondly- 
loved children of her mother; to afford intellectual 
food and training for whom, she was working as un- 
remittingly, as some starved factory-girl for bread. 

"After all, to what purpose?" she sometimes 
thought, when the tears gathering in her eyes ren- 
dered it difficult to pursue her task. "The classical 
education on which njy father so strongly insists , will 
only avail to make tutors or ushers of them , — effec- 
tually crushing down the spirits which have never 
since their birth been allowed to rise to the natural 
level of their age. Or they may acquire a taste for 
literature; and, fancying themselves destined to fame 
and distinction, sink gradually down, down, down, 
into such drudges as my poor father! — I would 
rather see them, — ay, even Frank, who is growing 
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ore like his mother every day, — bound to some 
mest trade, with the chance of acquiring competence 
id ease, than chained through life to the desk of a 
rofessional man of letters; coining the golden ore of 
8 heart and brain, at so many farthings per ounce, 
he soldier who ^ coins his blood for drachmas* is not 
ilf so degraded, as the poet who, though glorified 
r God with *the vision and the faculty divine,' sits 
)wn to cast off his verses at so much a score, to be 
aced to his miserable credit in the ledger of his 
baraohl — Poor boys! — Poor brothers! If he would 
ily make them hatters or calico-printers, — and 
ave them the free use of their lives and limbs! — " 

Such repinings, it was a matter of filial duty to 
jep from the boys. But better would it have been 
r them, perhaps, had she allowed her sympathy in 
eir tribulations to become more apparent. To be 
terly weaned from the tenderness due to their age, 
18 likely to end in rendering them callous to the 
lue of affection: — perhaps as hard and angular as 
eir too rational father. Even as it was, the project 
casionally entertained between the discontented lads 

running away and becoming cabin boys, — errand 
>ys, — no matter what, — would have never been 
(tertained, could they have suspected what bitter 
in any mischance befalling them would occasion 
their uncommunicative sister* 
Hating the sight and name of books «sA "^SsX^ocM^ 4 
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the creation of which rendered ^eir hoiM-lift i 
cheerless, it was not the fault of ike bay« if Ai 
were ignorant that these toils were undertaken f 
their benefit; na^, that the knifb-grinder, Ike §fd 
from whose wheel created a divernon from tbeir n 
notonous window, was not a more eompulsoty meehia 
than the hard-working Maiy. 

There were others, however, l^ffldes the youi 
Hargoods who, at the close of that Christmas racatifl 
returned to school far more saddened than cheered 1 
the results of their holidays. A sadder if not a wii 
man, was the William Eustace who i^etumed to 1 
chambers in the Albany, on the self-same day ^ 
conveyed Mark Davenport to Clifton, than t^ &8 
dious young gentleman who had made the Man 
House of Kadensford his city of relbge doling t 
preceding season of partridge shooting. 

The excdtement of mind under whieh he had hi 
lied ^om Headowes Court, ^tt&t hk humiliatiag inl 
view with Amy, had seareely yet subsided-, for 1 
mortification was in proportion to bis self*eo&e« 
For her sake, he had embroiled himself with all 1 
nearest relatives; and to return to the home o» wk( 
hearth he had played the Ajax, was impossible. A 
though he had made a momeutaiy appearance at 1 
Manor House, not to GO<nfide to Lady Harriet the 
difference ot the woman Iia \ov^^ but te accuse 1 
Seminmiff of Badensford of \y«i\i%, Vj ^nasst»^x«« 
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, and plotdugf tibe cange of big rejection, lie had 
;te<l the hdiwe ag impetuously and ? esetitfttlly as he 
g;lii H: scurrying' off, like a wlurlwind, towards 
idon , — Piuid , — Vienna , ~ ConstantiBople , — he 
not imiefa cure where; so that he might neT0r again 
eyeis on any member of that degraded and stultified 
3S at Hie community, the Baronetage of the United 
igdottf — or old granges with moats effusing mi- 
la, and inmates encrusted with Prejudice. 
He foimd himself attacking a basin of mnlligataw- 
r soup in the Ship Hotel, Dover, beCiHre he half re- 
vered his breath or self-command. 
It might be that his bed or snpper proved as hsord 
his destiny: for sleepless that night was his pillow, 
w oftto at an inn, amidst a strange population, 
adied from honte-associations and ^^extenuating eii- 
nstances ," ^ does the naked truth of cme^s position 
se out before one^s mind's eye! ^ So much of erety 
nan existence is pretence and garnish, that it is 
>d at times for hard realities to be thrust into our 
h, and startle us into pfecaution* William ikistaee, 
he tossed and tossed that nighty within his meagre 
tains of white dimity, or, jumping from his bed, 
illowed off tmnbler ahet tumbler of tepid water, 
med to behold a&r off another WHUam Eustace; 
», because a pair of injudieioas parents worsbipped 
bhsa the hm of their honcnnrs, -^ becauee a house. 
/ afoJtmqukua servants flew Wq^k %;tti ^SB^ilidMR ^ 
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Ms bidding — because a horde of half-taugtt, baili 
driven tenants palled their forelocks when his shootii 
pony became visible in the distance, — because 1 
had been huzzaed on the hustings by a mob who e 
cured half-a-crown a head by their bawling, — ai 
edged hi, after assiduous canvassing, to a crack cli 
and (with about half as much difficulty) into Her lA 
jesty's Lower House of Parliament, — fancied hims 
a sort of Serene Highness , and part and parcel of t 
institutions of the country! — Till now, the Willij 
Eustace he was considering, had regarded himself 
not only an eminent personage, but a fait accomi 
Because he had made a hurried tour of the capitals 
Europe, skimmed over the German baths and Dai 
bian Principalities, — because he had dined at 1 
Maison Dor^e, supped with Eachel at her villa, a 
voted in one or two critical divisions, — he thou| 
himself as much intitled to rest upon his laurels, 
though he had conquered Scinde, or written Eotheu 
But the sleepless philosopher who now survey 
this type of a blase, — this milk ai)id water Lauz 
— this electrotyped Rochester, — this Lovelace 
mrton-pierre, — suddenly perceived that the Willi 
Eustace, Esq., M. P., he was contemplating, albeit 
dined with Eoyal Highnesses, flirted with Duchesi 
and voted with the Government, was a sorry creatv 
jiever heard of ten miles from the donjon of 
ancestx)XB and the borougli they \ia^'\^^^^A2^^^\3 
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and likely to be forgotten even there, three months 
iifte]: his coffin lid was soldered down; — a useless, 
helpless being, without salt or savour; good only to 
absorb in tobacco the annual cost of a couple of poor 
families, to sweU the crush of tailors* puppets throng- 
ing the salons of the beau monde^ or parade his 
deputy-lieutenant's uniform at a levee. Who cared 
for this William Eustace, except the narrow-minded 
couple whose clay was congenial with his own? — 
Whom had he benefited, — whom had he assisted to 
cheer or enlighten? — To whom were the tones of 
his voice familiar, except his father's keepers or 
the waiters at his club? — He might die on the 
morrow, without having added the fiftieth fraction of 
an iota to human knowledge or human happiness. 
Amy Meadowes was right! — He was not worthy of 
her handl 

The retrospect was bitter^ the reaction puzzling. 
If he resolved to regenerate the nature of the pur- 
poseless worldling before him, where was he to 
begin? He could not return like the prodigal son to 
Homdean Court, and say, "Father, I have sinned 
against Heaven and before thee;" for Sir Henry 
Eustace, a man who had devoted his whole life and 
energy to keeping up the breed of old English long- 
horned cattle in the country, and old English long- 
winded glees and madrigals in town, was capable of 
taking out & Btatate of lunacy aga\n&\. «s£j VyftvcroMci 



n 
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of his, venturing on mtch nnbeoommg defiance tl 
pnUie opinion. He eoiM not fldvottige is ikb Tittai 
that ''W. £. had men the ector of hia wayi , td 
entreated A. IL to send a Mna to ihe Oloneeiter 
Oolfoe Honse, stating where she nught be hear! ^, 
and whether she wonld give kin a seecmd bearii^«* |^ 
He eonld not even retnm to Ins ehamben in A0 
Albanj, to chew unobserved ike cud of these swset 
and bitter fancies; for what wonld his pearl of a valet 
think, and what communicate to other valets, if ke In 
went mshing distvactedty to Dover and back, per es* |i 
press train, for no ostensible porposef 

The Christmas holidays were at hand} and ft« 
weather being open for bunting , should he be seen, ik 
lonely man, in his clnb window, at that epodi of 
country conviviality, there would be a general re- 
port that he was on bad terms with his fiamly; — 
perhaps that he had been dinnhmted by his fa- 
ther; --* and he might possibly come te an ua- 
timely end, under a sudden influx of kmg-standing 
bills. 

To sudi petty influences are most of oa snbfect 
in this life. Men, whose counsel is cogent im the 
Fodrom, $;te often slaves to their vaUt de thambr^. 
And so, since for Paris his passport was taken eat, 
and to Paris his baggage was addressed, onward 
went the penitent bbxse^ in a miserable stale of ind, 
Jbet^^eea &o$t and ihawv much, as T>q^ ^^qaa. iub^ 
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felt, when the ic^ grtsp of the Commeti' 
9 iFas sending its first ohill through his mar* 

h, me! -^ If one of the seren wise men of thd 
isBom, or one of the Syhik of the Oinunerian 
in Printlag Home Square, *^ state eagaytSj •*- 
^tive and tenific old women in thehr way, who 
with adamantine pens the destinies of man* 

— would but set their wits to work on a 
n of modem philosophy , and create a Platome 
Qic calculated for the atmosphere of BeHgravia^ 
Utopia which the ijros of Tjbumia might 0cir- 
fdth submission! If eren some Fenelon among 
contemporaneous Bishops would indite a new 
oaque for the instruction of the rising youth 
ritaini — But alas I the lawn sleeves we wot 
rould more likely produce ''tm« autre poire tk 
Its.'' 

here are more things in the age of. clubs, und 
sad steeple-chases y than, are dreamed of in aca- 
) philosophy. The gorgeous parliament -houses 
arry demand other lungs and other linguists, 
the homely old Chapel of St Stephen^; and 
Is must be polished to correspond with the 
1 eomices, and plausibility pumped up with the 

vouchsafed to the conscript fathers , *r 

Like eata in air-pamps, ysiiiily dQom'dl<) iXiX's^ 

On tetae iwt thin to keep the 80d\ «\W«. j|| 
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The apothegms of Bacon are ill-suited to the c 
gestion of a man who dines on petita pdtes a 
Bechamel; and it is like opening the batteries 
Gibraltar or Ehrenbreitstein on a battalion of Aztel 
to encounter the trivialities of our cackling -an 
crowing age of poultry shows, and table-turning, wi 
that tre^iendous catapult called the wisdom of o 
ancestors. 

The few great steps taken by individuals, the ft 
gigantic strides taken by nations, since the commenc 
ment of our new half-century, have been effected 
defiance of the well-drilled march of the old schoc 
and though Mother Earth herself, as if sick of t 
murmurs of the many, has opened new veins of nut 
ment in remote countries , as if to provide for the mo 
equal distribution of her children over her surface, ai 
aggrandise their undertakings, — there still remai 
for reformation that inner kernel of civilised life, < 
vided from the pulpy fruit by a hardened shell; whi 
contains the precious germ of future vegetation. 

For this little world, — so minute in its phi] 
sophy, so powerful in its agency, — oh! Editor 
the Westminster Review, — oh! proprietor of the P 
nopticon, — oh! Monsieur Robin, — oh! Mrs. Hayd€ 
— oh! S. G. 0., — oh! D. C.L. — be pleased to co 
coct a double-revised criminal code. 

Without such aid, however, and simply under t 
inHuence of what physicianB lexm wx ^SotV. o^l t^^nj 
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William Eustace took his seat in tibe House at the 
commencement of the session, in a mood as changed 
as if some. mesmeric operation had transformed his na- 
ture. Like the relief we experience in throwing off 
an eiderdown coverlet after a nightmare, as though a 
mountain were removed from one's breast, he felt un- 
accountably emancipated. As yet, he had accomplished 
nothing, but the resolution to look the world steadily 
in the face. But such resolutions lay the first stone 
of the greatness that won the battle of Waterloo , or 
established steam locomotion. 

The great point was to turn as deaf ear as Prin- 
cess Parizade in the story, to the idle voices scouting 
his progress. 

"What a prig Billy Eustace is becoming," was 
soon a common cry at his club. "He has returned 
from Paris ^trainant Vaile et trainant le pied^^ like a 
disabled carrier pigeon." 

"The worst result of these wondrous wise times!" 
sneered one of his playfellows. "Fellows used to come 
back from the continent with wings fixed to their 
heels. Mercury fashion, like a pair of skaits; having 
melted their lead at the Bal Mabille, and their gold at 
irente-et^quarante. Now, they are returned upon our 
hands, charged to the muzzle, — ay, and without 
heang placarded 'dangerous,' — wit\i t\i^ ^tl^q^^w^ 
cotton called BociaUsm-j for the mveuMoTi oi iMi| 
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ikea fathers wonld fain have placed Jertnoj Bendiam 
in the pillory." 

**And looking as wise, all the time,^ added Lord 
Cnrt de Crnxley, "as a magpie that has stolen a ma^ 
row-bone, which it does not know how to pick.'* 

"I don't see that Billy Eustace is grown at aH 
like a magpie,** observed his nephew Captain Haffi- 
day, a whiskerless young guardsman, not yet C[uite 
out of his accidence in the new jargon of irony, vul- 
garly called * chaff.' — "He scarcely opens his Ups; 
— mum as — as — " 

"As a patriot ga^ed by a good place," added 
Crnxley, helping him out. 

^'ffas Eustace got a place under Government?" In- 
quired the matter^of-fiact Captain Halliday. 

"Didn't you see him gazetted? He is made Unde^ 
Secretary of State to the Subterranean Electro-Railway 
Department; and what makes him look 00 grave is 
Sir Roger Murehison's recent discovery of the Central 
Encayitation of the earth. It seenm we are likely to 
be reduced to a mei« crust; which would »ec#ssitato 
the abolition of his office." 

^'How can yon find pleasure in mystifying tfaiil 

poor boy, Curtl" remonstrated another of Enstaoe's 

quondam friends, as young Halliday, never quite eer- 

tam whether bis uncle were in ^^fti ot in «»arofifl,t^ made 

4Ui embairaeBed exit to inqnix^ oi a \«QSiasBWi»%R«L viWi 
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ir Roigsr MnehisoB, and look iaa jhis Entick for 
act meaning of ^'eneavitatloii.'' 
iystify iiim? '^^ PJio, pho! -<-*- I am as good as 
dstone to sharpen His wiis^^' retorted die other, 
ing up a newspaper. ^^If it were not for me, 
lads wonld grow as dnll and sensible aa BiUj 
36; and there would be no more cakes and ale**^ 
tnt your ale is so confoundedly bitter, and your 
so gingered," replied bie friend, "tbat, as the 
1 say of our devilled wild^oks, i£t aont hem h 
er la iaudheJ^ 

)r as a bonne houoheV^ ^^ rejoined Curt; fancy- 
I had made a pun, and diuokling so eonfidentiiy, 
U the idlers round him joined heartily in biB 
Nay, one of them remarked that day, to his 
n the entr'acte of a dull domestic dinner, "Curt 
)me capital things this afternoon, which made 
roar! — " 

lan't you remember some of them?" 
was not near enough to hear him very dis- 
. That pert, forward little dog, Jack Mem., 
3 always cramming for his commonplace book, 
the front row whenever Curt is in the vein. But 
as I could catch the sense, somebody said that 
d wild-duck ought always to be kept for a honne 
r to which Curt answered that it was a plat hon 
Tier.'' 
ion't exactly see the jokeV Tej^e^ai V«t ^3a&!l• 
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ship, who OQghi to have been inmed to listening 
hon-mots with the point extracted. 

Yet in this blurred and disjointed style are Lon 
stories usually repeated; and when, fifty years he 
the mot^ so little deserving the name of horiy findf 
way, unexplained by antecedents, to our grand-( 
dren, through the common-place book of Jack Mi 
or 9ome treacherous volume of memoirs, the Hargc 
of the press, who delight in breaking on a w! 
those butterflies the fluttering of whose brilliant wi 
imparts a charm only to the atmosphere for wl 
they are created, — will append a foot-note to 
passage, saying; "If we may judge by this sorry i 
eimen, the reputation of a wit was not, in the r< 
of Queen Victoria, very difficult of attainment!'* 
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CHAPTER XVnL 

"But what possible advantage can you foresee, 
Captain Davenport, in our removal to London?" — 
expostulated Ladj Meadowes, as the family at Clifton 
sat united round a sooiable tea-table, the evening after 
Marcuses arrival at Clifton; already, after a thousand 
grievous explanations, animated by a spirit as friendly- 
as though their intimacy were of half a century's du- 
ration. 

"A thousand! — ten thousand 1" — was his earn-, 
est reply. "In the first place, to people of small 
means, London is the cheapest place in the world. In 
the next, since you desire to throw off at once the 
habits of your days of opulence., so complete a change 
will greatly facilitate the task. Above all, this dear 
little cousin of mine will lead a far more cheerful 
life." 

Lady Meadowes was perhaps a little disappointed 
that he made no allusion to his expectations that ap- 
proximation to his father and mother might eventually 
liead to a family reconciliation. But Amy considered 
his arguments conclusive. She was already be- 
ginning to think the eloquence of her hAsi^^<^\fiift; 
"BrosTBtB and Prejudice, L VI 
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cousin as powetful as his sepia sketches of Hog- 
hunting. 

"Mark is right, dear mother," said she, — having 
at once adopted that fan^liar name, which Lady Mea- 
dowes, haunted bj painful reminiscences, found it im- 
possible to pronounce. "I have been thinking over 
the Welsh cottage scheme, to which I had been look- 
ing forward for next spring. But it would involve a 
thousand evils. You cannot live at a distance from 
medical advice. You cannot stir out on foot" 

"And do you imagine, darling, that London would 
make me stronger for the attempt?" said Lady Mea- 
dowes, smiling at her enthusiasm. 

"You might obtain carriage exercise at an easier 
rate," said Captain Davenport. 

"Above all," pleaded Amy, "we should not be 
watched and overlooked as we are here. In this 
small place, minnows are Tritons. In the great throng 
of London, we should be unnoticed." 

Lady Meadowes was not a person of inquiring 
mind; or she might have experienced a little surprise 
at the arguments which Amy suddenly discovered in 
favour of a spot, to which she had always before ex- 
pressed the utmost distaste. 

"Bemember, darling child," said she, "that, in 
£xing ourselves on leaving tluB place ^ we must make 
^o mistake. We cannot aSoid to \i^ ^\joaastea5L ^x 
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restless. It would be criminal to encroacH on the 
little fund created by the sale at Meadowes Court, — 
(your sole dowry, my dear Amy,) to gratify our roving 
fancies.'^ 

"No fear — no fear, my dearest mother. I feel 
certain, from all my cousin Mark has told me, that a 
very tiny house in the suburbs of London would cost 
less than these odious lodgings, and be the very thing 
for us." 

*^Mr. Henderson and Dr. Bumaby thought other- 
wise." 

"Worthy men, no doubt, but wretched judges of 
such matters," cried Captain Davenport, pettishly. 
"What does either of them know of the world or its 
ways, beyond the parish of Eadensford?" 

"And we, alasl still less," added Lady Meadowes. 
"And therefore, if for no other reason, surely we are 
safer in the country." 

"You set little value on my zeal and prowess as a 
champion, my dear aunt," said Captain Davenport, 
encouraged in his pleading by the earnest looks of 
Amy. — "Did you not promise me this morning to 
accept my poor services as a friend, — a nephew, — 
a son?" 

"Most thankfully. But you will return to your 
regiment — " 

''Never! — I iave done wiih »o\3ienxi^r ^ 
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^^At all events, you bare encrosdiDg occtipfttieH^ 
tind engagements, which Would o^tcra leave iA 
lonely." 

"Why always lonely?" rejoined Captain Ba^m* 
port. ^'You cannot mean to reotain p^imanently 
estranged from society? For some titfae *o come," li« 
added , as he saw her cast a sadd^ied glamee on kr 
weeds, *'you will naturally live in seclusion. — But 
Amy must not, at eighteen, renounce a world She has 
never seen." 

"She must, — she must," interrupted his cousini 
"Poor as we are, it will be an act of self-respect to 
avoid collision with people richer and greater than 
ourselves. — Why may not a quiet home, with all its 
duties, be enjoyed in London as elsewhere?" 

"We will leave that question to take care of itiSelf 
hereafter," said Captain Davenport, glancing at the 
lovely face as yet so completely unconscious of its 
attractions, — a dowry how much richer than the 
fund created by the sale of his uticle's pictures and 
plate! — ^ But he fondly fancied that the t>cc«sion was 
a good one for alluding to k subject Which, at pi'^sent, 
he had not ventured to approach **-• a reconciliaaioii 
between Lady Meadowes and fcer brother. — ^ To aV 
lude at once, however, to his acquaintance with ifie 
Hargoods, appeai^ed impossible; and Love, iYk» d]f6 of 
crooked contrivances, suggested that it would be better 
to approach the subject "by a «^g-i%4j. 
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"5«l ^itbwMi rushing mto the great world for 
mailsQPARt, dew Ii«^dy Meadowes," said he, "a thou- 
9mi p]j$«M9 Wt ckoIe9 are to be found in London where 
merit finds its level. Among my own jftdends, many 
vcmjd aWve to render your poasition agreeable. 
Among your own connexions too, surely, some 
pleasMit friends might be found? — Lady Harriet 
Wameford, for instance, who has hundreds of relatives 
in town." 

"From her, I fear," rejoined Lady Meadowes, "we 
must look for little assistance. — There is just now a 
coolness between us," 

"Already? ^ alafi! The way of the world!" 
"I cannot accuse her of being actuated by our 
eba^igfi of fortune^," said the truthful Lady Meadowes. 
"Put tto faot \n --" 

"Mother!" interrupted Amy, with flushed cheeks, 
iMid api^rying eyes, -m "we have no right to talk 
Pftbi^" 

"Pardon me, lilde .cousin," cried Mark, perceiving 
from her emotion that some secret of poor Amy's heart 
was aboT*t 1|o be disclosed, "a9 your future champion, 
J apiintitl^ to li^arn all abai^t you. How am I to put 
lapce w rest, pray, as ypur own true knight, unless 
fully aware by what f^lpn foes you are menaced, or 
towards what mirror <rf chlvaby your heart in-^ 
cUnes?'' . v^ 
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"The only felon foe of whom I stand in fear," said 
Amy, hoping to change the subject, "is the lanky hero 
lodged under our feet, who besets me with what Mrs. 
Darby calls *boquets!'" 

"Him we shall extinguish anon, with a blow of a 
powder puff," said Mark, perceiving her stratagem. 
"But about Lady Harriet Warneford?" 

"Only that she has become a little estranged from 
us by her nephew's attachment to Amy." 

"Her nephew?" 

"Mr. Eustace, her sister's son." 

"Mr. Eustace, Sir Henry Eustace's son, it becomes 
the mother of a young lady on her preferment to de- 
scribe him." 

"I ought perhaps. For it was thai superiority of 
condition, I presume, which rendered Lady Harriet so 
averse to a marriage between them." 

.^'Superiority^ indeed! — Why, as I conclude the 
courtship must have taken place during my poor uncle'f 
lifetime and your more prosperous circumstances, n( 
alliance could be more equal." 

"Don't talk of courtship — pray don't talk of al 
liance, dear cousin," interposed Amiy, fancying tha 
Captain Davenport's manner was already chilled bj 
her mother's allusions. — "There was never more ii 
the matter than that Mr. Eustace ofCoced me his han< 
and that I refused it'' 
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fen'i *^In your father's lifetime, when you were an heiress 

lankrk as well as a beauty, eh, Amy?" — 

whati "No, cousin. Since I became penniless — " 

"You actually refused the hand of William Eustace?" 

blowo: Amy nodded. "Member for Horndean, and heir to 

5trata|!: Homdean Court?" Again, Amy nodded; and this 

time she could not resist a smile at his pertinacious 

ged k uicpedulity. 

"Give me your hand, Amy!" cried he, suiting the 

action to the word. "You are a brave girl, — a good 

girl. — I liked you at first sight. Amy: — I loved you 

becoa? *t first sight. But by Jove I I didn't half suspect the 

t to(k- ^oiib. that was in your nature." 

"Why so surprised?" inquired Miss Meadowes, a 
*TitT(}i Kttle indignant. "I refused him simply because he was 
ner^j f aa object of indifference to me." 

I ^^That is what surprises me; and will surprise you 

' tbil ^^j cousin, when you become a denizen of that Lon- 
c]f'^ I don world, for which, I am beginning to think with 
x,^ I Lady Meadowes, that you are too good." 

I "You fancy, then, that I shall there discover Mr. 

a], j Eustace to be intrinsically superior to the impression 
isi j he made upon me?" 

>7 I "As I don't know the nature of that impression, 

n j Amy, I can't pretend to solve the difficulty. But I *11 
i I tell you what / think about him; — that he is a prig 
/ duid a bore, and if my sister Olivia, >n^x^ Xa ^^"oasQ^ 
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me about itccepting his addbresaes, I should 8ay send 
him to the right-about without coiopuQetKOii!^^ 

*^You see, nikother!'* said Amy, with a brightened 
countenance. 

"At the same time," resumed Captain Davenport, 
more seriously, *^as I am not exactly able to endow 
you with ten thousand a-year, I have no right to put 
you out of conceit with those who can. Nay, I am 
bound to tell you all the good I know of William 
Eustace. My brother Hugh, a judge far more trust- 
worthy than my harum-scarum self, has a high opinion 
of him. They were chums at school and college-, and 
-Hugh has always predicted , as partial friends do of a 
bad picture, that sooner or later, his friend Eustace's 
good qualities and fine abilities would tone out." 

"For his own sake, the sooner the better: — for 
mine, n*importe!'* replied Miss Meadowes. "But I 
should almost as soon have expected to find you taking 
the part of *Mr. Halaric Hamphlett,' as of the super- 
cilious self-conceited nephew of Lady Harriet Wame- 
ford." 

"I don^t take his part, confound him!" crried Oaptain 
Davenport, pushing away ys tea-cup. "I detest him. 
Of all defects in the world, afiectatkm is to me the 
;most nauseous. And nothing will per»ii!b«de xoA that 
any human beuftg was ever bom with the laA^wJd 
drawl, and duodecimo misanthropy of William Eustace. 
Talk of his distinguishing himself ux Parlifttnent? 
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yfhjy I vould maJke as good an orator out of a pound 
of gelatme, stamped in one of Hansard's printing- 

jressos!" 

[ Lady Meadowes listened, at once amazed and gra- 

tified. Unaccustomed to deal with natures so impetuous 
j as that of her husband's nephew, she attributed to jea- 
l lousy of William Eustace's pretensions to the hand 
of his cousin, an antipathy which had commenced in 
a cricket match at Eton! What more natural, indeed, 
than that a woman so unversed in the ways of the 
vorld should attribute his unconcealed admiration of 
Amy, and frank demonstrations of affection, to love at 
first sight? The notion was inexpressibly pleasing to 
her. Her dear Gertrude's son, — a nephew so singu- 
larly resembling her beloved husband, — a man whose 
person and intellects were of so superior an order, — 
what could she desire more in the future husband of 
her idolized child! 

While all this chat was proceeding round a tear 
table a^ Clifton, the gregarious ipstinct which an- 
nually assembles on our housetops the migratory 
bird^, was impelling Londonwards the flight of its 
spriiig popula^ou. Members and mammas having 
apeegliLes or daughters to throw off, were foremost in 
the vaee^ eager for the mart where patriotism and 
matrimony achieve their highest premium; — th^ 
orercran^ned orator bursting mtV ^xo^^ ^^ ^^J^^^ 
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Monsieur Jonrdain^s; — the accomplished debutmU 
rehearsing on the road her bursts of naivete. Th 
same old London, — the same old ambitions, — th 
same old impostures — which we go to see agai 

- and again, though as thoroughly cognisant of th 
sleight of hand as when viewing Robert Houdin 
prestidigitations. 

Since the last prorogation of Her Most Graciot 
Majesty's High Court of Parliament, indeed, a fe 
changes had taken place. A few legislators ha 
passed from the Lower to the Upper House, by rigl 
of succession. A few ephemeral reputations ha 
sprung up like Jonah's gourd, a few ancient on( 
had accomplished, with stately araucaria-like growtl 
their allotted number of inches: a few disappears 
from the face of the earth, like the dodo, leaving on] 
colossal skeletons behind. A few public journals bs 
changed their proprietors and politics, conveyii 
much confusion of mind to their country subscriber 
who, unless leading articles bear, like a Tartar's a 
TOW, the superscription of the sender, are uncerta 
whether they find themselves tickled, or mortal 
wounded. A few giants had become pigmies; a f( 
pigmies, giants. A few who were iconoclasts in th< 
youth, had become idolators in their age. A ft 
were seeking for wives, a few seeking to get rid 
them; — but all and each concocting their follies 

Crimea with the weU-Bchool^i coxaj^wa^ ^i -h^^^ i 
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fiaatnre ihat forms the quintessence of modem good- 
bleeding. 

The Eustaces settled early in their roomy unat- 
tractive House in Cavendish Square, — Sir Henry 
looking forward to his Catch Club and Exeter Hall, 
to waft his little soul upon a jig to Heaven; and the 
Davenports in their mansion in New Street, Spring 
Gardens; to which, somehow or other, his lordship 
contrived to impart as much the air of an official 
residence, as if he possessed a voice in the councils 
of the country, beyond his croak in the Upper House. 
Blue Books, Petitions, and Circulars sharing his 
library table, with uncut copies of the Farmer's Ma- 
gazine and the Transactions of the Agricultural So- 
ciety, looked at least as if his life had a purpose: 
while in the cheerless back-room overlooking the sooty 
leads towards the rear of the stables, allotted to his 
son Hugh, who was really a working bee, nothing 
was to be seen but a damaged standish and shabby 
blotting-book, on a rickety old table; accompanied by 
a few cane chairs fit only for a cherub to perch upon, 
and on the wall, a map of the county of Westmore- 
land published fifty years before the invention of 
railways: its turnpike-roads twisting like boa-constric- 
tors among lakes and gentlemen's parks, represented 
alike by dreary patches of verdigris. 

The map, Izowever, was intiW^^L^ ^Q^^g^. JMh 
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eas^ctlj to trust, to the reveronoe of tibo BayQnpoft 
family; for, occupying in the corner twice the sp4H^ 
allotted to the mighty Helvellyn, were en^aved 
the arms of that illustrious house; with a pom- 
pous dedication of the same to Hugh the second 
baron. 

Often had Lady Davenport felt inclined to reform 
this cheerless bachelor den. — But she saw it would 
not do. His lordship invariably opposed the attempt 
with a declaration that, such as it was, it had sufficed 
his wants and wishes, as heir apparent of the family, 
till he was ^ye and forty years of age; and that he 
considered the luxurious habits of the young men of 
the day, whether in their homes or clubs, as a chief 
source of their mediocrity in public and private life^ 
And so the kindly mother, who saw her eldest son 
less comfortably established than many a counting- 
house clerkp and her younger banished from the 
family circle by the prison-discipline of New Street, 
was fain to content herself with rendering Olivia's 
school-room and chamber as trim and cheerftil and 
simply-elegant, as became their pretty occupant. — 
They^ at least, were secure from the intrusion of the 
grim pater familias who regarded young ladies, as a 
race, as useless, noisy, and unprofitable as canary 
birds; — worse, indeed; since their singing-lessons, 
tulle dresses, and marriage portions must be provided 
for. Had his lordship been a Papist, there ig Httle 



loubt that tiie Honourable Olivia Dayenport would 
**re been destined to a convent. 

Ab it was, her mothet was beginning to find in 
^Qt aU die solace experienced hy het estranged sifter- 
bi4a\r in the atfectionate Amy. Olivia, though shy 
and timid in her father's presence, expanded into 
iinotiher being when alone with her mother. Frozen 
hy Lord Davenport's severity, her blood seemed to 
liquify, Uke that of the Neapolitan Saint, when sunned 
IS more cordial looks. Now that the moment was 
approaching for launching her child into the world, 
Lady Davenport seemed doubly to appreciate the 
take of l^e remaining moments in which the motheof 
Wold continue all in all. She knew that, at no 
distant time, a stronger influence would prevail. Nor 
was she selfish enough to wish it otherwise. She 
wkhed her pretty Olivia to marry so happily that 
W claim on her daughter's affections might bacomd 
idbordinate. Hard indeed if another generation of 
tke family should perpetuate such a fate as her 

T%e dodle and dutiful natore of Olivia, and the 
seclusion to which she was condemned by Lord 
Davenport's notions of female education, had hitherta 
onabled her mother to keep wonderfully out of her 
♦lew tbe pfttemal despotism exercised over the family. 
Tbette was in fact considerable nAalogy of <Lhflx«s4a^^ 
etw^9n OMvia and her unknown q^u&Vb. ^3fiB}M^V 
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partly originating in kindred blood: — partly that 
the loving mother of the one had been trained and 
formed in character by the loving mother of the 
other. Less petted and brought forward than the 
idol of poor old Sir Mark, and naturally of a less 
buoyant temperament, Olivia was more reserved; — 
just as her mother, chilled by the companionship 
of a domestic tyrant, was far less demonstrative of 
tenderness than her former governess, whose sensibi- 
lities had been fostered in the balmy atmosphere of 
domestic bliss. 

As Miss Davenport was now partially emerging 
from the school -room, her mother looked forward 
with pain and grief to the discovery awaiting her oi 
her father^s coarseness of mind, and hardness of heart: 
and endeavoured to get her out of the room whenevei 
the tact, created by long experience, forewarned hei 
that a domestic storm was at hand. 

One day, shortly after their arrival in town, Hugl 
was in the drawing-room with his mother and sister, 
when a heavy creaking step to which even the massive 
stone staircase responded as if in awe, announced thai 
the head of the family had issued from his sancton 
below, to join the family conclave. 

"Can either of you inform me," he inquired 

addressing his wife and son, after assuming his mosi 

impexial and tenant attitude on the hearthrug, "whai 

iaa become of Captain Daven^joxt.'^ — ^\\k!jl V^ ssjsb^ 
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Dford, he told me, with his usual disrespectftd levity, 
that we should meet in town; — nay, that he should 
probably be in London before me." 

"And is he not arrived?" inquired Lady Daven^ 
port, anxiously. 

"Neither arrived nor expected, that I can hear of. 
Having business of importance to talk over with him, 
I wrote to desire he would wait on me at dinner 
to-day. No answer. Accustomed to his habitual 
disregard of the decencies of life, I thought it better 
to send and inquire whether he chose to give me the 
honour of his company. John has just returned." 

"Why not mention the subject to me, my dear 
father," interposed Hugh, "I could at least have told 
you he was not in town." 

"Perhaps then," grunted Lord Davenport, "you 
can relieve my uncertainty by favouring me with his 
address?" 

"I wish I could. But on that point, I must plead 
ignorance. — ; Mark informed me that he promised 
himself the relaxation of a little tour in the South of 
England, before he settled in town for the season." 

"Relaxation!" cried Lord Davenport, indignantly 
shrugging his shoulders. "A pretty person to need 
relaxation, whose whole ]}fp is a system of the most 
contemptible lounging!" 

''He earned his leisure, however, father^ by some 
/esuv of profeaaioneil exertion I" 
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"Professional fiddlestick! — Carried by sepoys in 
a palan^uiH, smoking a hookak^ -^ I heard hito ouni 
it, one evening at Ilford, "to my tteighbotit Sk Gteiier 
Dalmaine.^* 

"As a joke, my dear Lord Davenport,^ remon- 
strated his wife. "Mark is, I own, a little too fond 
of hoaxing our country neighboTir." 

"At all events, he has had time to recover from 
what Hngh is good enough to call his professional 
exertions; and having partaken throughout the holi- | 
days of the eheer and cheerfulness of our fireside, 
there is no oocasion siurely for his wasting mc/rifff 
in skulking about the country, like Dr. Syntax in 
seM^ch of the Picturesque^ wi1iiou!t bo much as 
acquainting his servant where his lette:^ii are td be 
addressed." 

"ffis servant accompanied him #hen he left Sfbrd,^ 
observed Lady Davenport in a deprecatory tone. 

"When he left Ilford. -^ But he soon ishobk liini 
off. And I know nothing more suspicious th&n when 
a man gels rid f<nr a time ^f a fSavourrte servant, on 
whose Sundance he Is at o&et moments effeminatdy 
dependent.'* 

Lady I>av«iiport whispered to Olivia, wIh> Iras 

beginning to look netveuiii and alaimed at ^ 

increasing irritability of her fethear-s maamr, iJwtt 

she ought to run over her Bolf^ge fer half an hour 

in the 5ciool-room, prepwte.loTj ^o \«t \^%^>Ki.%Kto. 
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Signer Garcia. — Bi;t the angry man did not wait 
for the door to close upon his daag}}ter before he 
renewed his vituperation. 

"It is scarcely respectable," said he, "for a man's 
whereabout to be so great a mystery, that his own 
father knows not where to address a letter to him. 
— And I shall be placed under the necessity of 
making this disgraceful admission to my friend Lord 
Lothbury." 

"I have not the least doubt that Mark will be here 
in a few days," said Hugh. — "London is filling — 
the exhibitions are opening — " 

"In a few days. Sir!" reiterated Lord Davenport, 
in a louder key; — "London filling! — the exhibi- 
tions opening! — A pretty plea for me to adduce to 
my Lord Lothbury. Do you suppose his Excellency 
will wait, — for a week perhaps, — to learn whether 
Captain Davenport is graciously pleased to accept the 
offer he has made me to appoint him his aide-de- 
camp?" — 

"Aide-de-camp to the Lord Lieutenant?" repeated 
Lady Davenport, — astonished tiiat anything like 
preferment should be tendered to poor Mark through 
the medium of his father. 

"I am persuaded my brother would not accept 
the appointment," said Hugh, almost equally surprised, 
"Indeed I think you must admit ^ my lord^ that it \& 
a place for which he is peculiaily \xiA\i^^^ 'Vs^ ^*sbs^ 

Progress and Prejudice. I, ^^ -^ 
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independent habits and hatred of eyerything like 
courtly formality." 

"And what business, Sir, has he to hate it, or to 
pret6nd to independent habits? — Who, pray, is to 
afford him the means of maintaining them? — Captain 
Davenport is always complaining of the narrowness of 
his fortune. An opportunity is afforded him of dou- 
bling his income. — Let me see him refuse it. — I say, 
only let me see him refuse it!" 

Lady Davenport and her son interchanged a ha- 
ried glance; as if to interrogate each other as to the 
prudence of placing his lordship at once in possession 
of Marcus's intentions. — The candour of Hugh Da- 
venport's nature prevailed. — He could not be a party 
to even an innocent concealment. 

"I fear, my lord, it is now too late," said he. "Lord 
Lothbury's kind intention can no longer be of service 
to my brother. I have reason to think he has already 
sent in his papers to the Horse -Guards, with the in- 
tention of selling out." 

"Without apprising mef** roared Lord Davenport. 
"A son of mine has actually committed me by an im- 
portant communication to the Horse -Guards, — con- 
cerning which the Commander-in-Chief may at any 
moment accost me, in the House or elsewhere, and 
£nd me utterly ignorant! — "Lco^o^^^V'eky^Yt^Vsfii^Q^- 
sj'bJer 



AND PREJUDICE. 275 

"I understood that he did consult you, so long ago 
last spring," expostulated Lady Davenport: "but 
md you so violently opposed to his views, that he 
red not again broach the subject." 
"My opposition to his project, then, you consider 
instification of his rushing headlong to its execu- 
1?" 

"Not a justification, — a motive. He was afraid 
iisplease you by communicating his plans." 

"Then let him pause before he announces that 
jT^are carried out!" — cried Lord Davenport, livid 
1 anger. — "For by the living God, if Mark Da- 
port renounces an honourable profession to become 
aean , snivelling , hireling mechanic of a limner, 
er shall he enter my doors again — no, never, — ■• 

will I harbour even his brother or sister, if they 
p up the smallest intercourse with him under cir- 
istances so derogatory. — This I will thank you, 

Davenport, not only to bear in mind, but to com- 
licate to your brother, in its full extent, when he 
Iks out of his hiding-place, and makes his appear- 
e among gentlemen." 

The loud clap of the door slammed behind himself 
his lordship on quitting the room after this out- 
It, scarcely suflficed to startle his wife out of her 
lefaction. — She knew that her son womW persist 
IS intentiooa-j — that t^ l[ia9L a\x^«b^'s[ Xakis^^v&Kibc 
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sures past recalling. — And what would be the result 
to them all? — Family disunion, — family disgrace! 
— The affection which united in so strict a bond of 
mutual reliance herself and her three children, seemed 
on the eve of dissolution. 

"For mercy's sake, dear Hugh, hurry off to your 
brother's lodgings," she faltered, the moment she re- 
covered her power of utterance, "and if he be not yet 
arrived, leave a line for him, explaining all this, and 
entreating him not to appear in this house till you 
have had a personal interview. — Marcus must not 
meet his father in Lord Davenport's present state of 
excitement." 

Almost before the charge was given, he was gone. 
And not till then, and she found herself alone, did 
poor Lady Davenport give free course to her maternal 
anguish. She resolved to address a few words of ad- 
monition to her rebellious son. But before her pen 
was dipped in the ink, the door opened hastily, and 
he was by her side. 

"My dearest, dearest Mark — how lucky that you 
are come!" cried she. "When did you arrive? Have 
you — have you — seen your father?" 

"Seen him? Yes! — Though, thank Heaveo, he 
did not see me. I perceived him at a distance just 
now, near the Horse Guards, — pushing down to the 
Souse I presume, — wifti \i\a \iaX ^\3^^^ ^n^x \flak 
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brows as if he had been bonneted! — I need not add 
that I instantly glided off towards the Mall; and sidled 
round gracefully into Spring Gardens." 

** Luckily; for he is greatly incensed against you, 
my dear boyl" 

"Of course, mother, of course. From the day I 
Went to Eton, when was he otherwise?" 

"But this is a very different affair. He threa- 
tens — " 

"To disinherit me, — to throw me up, — to cut 
me off with a shilling. — I know it all, mother! — I 
have heard it hundreds and thousands of times. It is 
about as alarming to my ear as the thunder of an 
Adelphi melodrama." 

"Mark, — I must not hear you talk thus of your 
father." 

"Then don't listen to my father when he talks 
such nonsense of me, — But I have things of ^eater 
consequence to say to you, dearest mother," he con- 
tinued, having closed the still open drawing-room door, 
and taken a seat beside Lady Davenport; who vainly 
endeavoured to recall his attention to his father's ana- 
thema. "I have a great deal to tell you that will give 
you pain." 

Lady Davenport thought, perhaps, that no addition 
to her present sorrow was needed. 

"J have just quitted Lady "JHeaiaNv^ ^sA. ^ck?^ 
cansm, " ^^^ 
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Involuntarily she started, and turned towards the 
door. As if, though this time her husband was at the 
House of Lords , the treason might reach his ear. 

"You fancied them safe at Meadowes Court. You 
thought poor Amy was an heiress. — My dear, dear 
mother, they are all but beggars." 

"Impossible! — I know through the Eustaces that 
my brother left all he possessed in the world to his 
daughter." 

"But he had nothing to leave. The heir-at-law is 
in actual possession of the estate. The house is dis- 
mantled — uninhabited; — the most desolate place 
you ever beheld." 

"Poor old Meadowes Court!" 

"Say rather poor Lady Meadowes, — poor little 
Amy!" 

"You found them then, Mai^? -^ You made all 
the explanations we agreed upon?" 

"I found them in a wretched lodging, and was 
far better received than was due to any one bearing 
the name of Davenport. — I disclaimed, however, at 
once, all share in my father's doings or opinions." 

"And Amy: — is she pleasing, — does she re- 
semble my poor brother?" 

"Jlfy D22cJe I never saw. But ahft resembles you^ 
mother; yon, and Olivia. You mM ^oi^^ Vw^ ^w 
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Opportunity of judging. I am going straight from 
here to engage lodgings for them. I have persuaded 
them to come to town." 

"A rash step, dear Mark, seeing their circumstances 
are so narrow." 

"You must do something for them; we must all do 
Bomething for them." 

"You did not, I trust, promise this?" said poor 
Ladj Davenport, conscious how often the disposal of 
a five pound note was beyond her command. 

"Indeed, I did. I promised that you would be all 
kindness to them. I told Lady Meadowes how bitterly 
you repented having been so tardy in advances of 
reconciliation to him she has lost." 

And this, Jj&dj Davenport, even alarmed as she 
was at the thought of an impending struggle with her 
husband, could not deny. 

"But it is not too late to make amends," resumed 
her son. "And I am convinced that when my father 
sees what a pleasing lady-like woman is Lady Mea- 
dowes, and what a charming creature her daughter, 
he will bury the past in oblivion, and receive them a& 
they deserve." 

"Will you ever gain experience, my dear boy!" 
— was Lady Davenport's mournful rejoinder. "Surely 
you should know your father well enough to con- 
clude that if he rejected my poor sister-in-law, when 
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prosperous and under her husband's protection, he is 
not likely to bfe kinder to her now she is indigetit and 
helpless. You, and I, and Hugh, must do \^hd.t We 
can: — cautioUsly, however, and by stealth; or family 
disunion will be the result." 

**And let it!" cried Mark, with indignation. "By 
stealth and cautiously? No! by Jupiter, — in the 
open face of day! — I have not many relations, 
mother; but the two I am proudest of, are Amy and 
her mother. I challenge the whole dry, cold-blooded, 
race of Davenports, from the wars of the Two Roses 
to the wars of Mark Davenport and his father, to pro- 
duce anything worthy to be their waiting -maid! — 
By stealth? — No! You will hear me vindicate 
their claims to my father's face, ay, as boldly and 
conscientiously as to yours." 

"Do not, however, too precipitately sacrifice to 
these new-found relatives all consideration for the 
comfort of your mother!" remonstrated Lady Daven- 
port. "Wait, at least, for the advice and assistance 
of Hugh!" 

"I will wait for nothing!" said Captain Daven- 
port, — angrily seizing his hat. — "I have pledged 
my word to stand by them. I cannot compel you, 
mother, to keep the promises I mad^ them in your 
name. But my word is not to be broken." 
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He was off before she could reply. All her pre- 
sent anxiety was that he might clear the house with- 
out encountering his father. The new sources of dis- 
cord opening between them were not likely to slake 
the blaze of the feud already flaming. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

Lady Meadowes was not altogether fortunate in 
her self-constituted champion. Though no man could 
be more honourable of purpose, or more undaunted 
in carrying it out, he was too much of a Hotspur for 
one who needed quieter sustainment. — Uninfluenced 
by the wisdom of his ancestors or experience of his 
contemporaries, he took, in sporting phrase, "a line 
of his own across country," which often brought him 
to grief; — betraying him into miry ways, and even 
peril of life and limb. 

The more observant years of his manhood had 
been passed in a distant country; and if this had 
emancipated him, to his advantage, from conventional 
trammels, it also left him ignorant of a thousand tri- 
vial proprieties, which, massed together, constitute the 
macadamized pathway of human life. 

It was March when he returned to town, to perpe- 
trate his single combat with his father, and throw the 
whole family into confusion. But the buds on the 
Booty slirubberies of the sc^uares were attempting to 
turn green, before CaptamX>a\^iD.^QT\»Y^^^^^^^^'^"^as^ 
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I^addington station to welcome the inexperienced tra- 
vellers he had taken under his protection. 

Only twice before, in her life, had Lady Meadowes 
visited London, — her daughter and their attendant, 
never; and as it was already dusk when, weary and 
saddened, they reached the outskirts of the foggy, 
misty, unsavoury city, wearing that heavy coverlid of 
smoke which modem bombast has dignified into "the 
tiara of commerce," — their impressions were some- 
what disheartening. Several miles still divided them 
from the domicile provided for them. Captain Daven- 
port's experience of Hargood's gloomy lodgings had 
decided him against the interior of the town; and the 
more fashionable outskirts, with their little two-storied 
pigeon -houses, of equivocal respectability, were ill- 
adapted, he thought, to the age and appearance, and 
Unprotected position, of his cousin Amy. — Ever in 
extremes, he had consequently selected for their do- 
micile the antipodes of these sunny little bird-cages; 
ind engaged a portion of an old-fashioned brick house 
n the Battersea road, the other half of which was 
partitioned ofP for the family of the proprietor, — a 
hriving market gardener. 

To attain this far from attractive abode, with its 
ilanting floors, creaking staircase, sloping ceilings 
ind ill-fitting windows, they had to undertake five 
niles of suburban road, converted by the rains of the 
receding day into rivers of mud; — \5^-\v^d\j^^ "^ 

i 
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scented, solitaty; — the dreariest causeways which 
ever in her life Amy Meadowes had been fated to 
traversiB. — Was this the city of Whittington, — the 
London whose streets were pnved with gold? — Poor 
old Marlow, their prim maiden attendant, heaved a 
deep sigh as she seeretly -fished they were all safe 
back in Gloucestershire, oii the pleasant banks of the 
Severn. 

Even Marcus, when he saw them installed, enli' 
vened by the light of si, pair of blinking, tallow can- 
dles, and a smoky small-coal fire, began to fear he 
might have chosen better. The horse-hair couch on 
which he carefully deposited the invalid, was hard as 
Neighbour Savile's oaken settle; and though Amy 
declared that the tea provided for them, in a black, 
earthy-smelling teapot, wais excellent, and that thiBj 
should make themselves perfectly comfortable on tk 
morrow, her cousin felt hi« chest tighten at her as- 
sumed eheerfulhess ; and had never so deeply lamentec 
his own want of means to place these dear relatives ii 
a situation more eonsonant with their rights. He kep 
glancing at Lady Meadowes's pale face and wastec 
features, till, albeit unused to the melting Inood, tean 
came into his eyes; and even after, at her request, h 
had taken leave of them for the night, he couli 
not fbrbear remounting the cteaking staircase ant 
looking again into the fiittm^-toom^ t» say that if the; 
wanted Mm earlier tban \na a^^om\.«^ \iss<yDc-\v5 -^ 
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tLe following day, one of the garden lads could be 
despatched by the omnibus to fetch him, and he would 
be with them in a moment. 

"I am almost sorry now," said he, with an invo- 
luntary glance round their cheerless abode, "that I 
did not engage a bed here, or in the neighbourhood. 
I cannot bear to leave you alone." 

He shrank, somehow, from the avowal, in Amy's 
presence, that he had been debarred from such an 
arrangement, lest, among strangers, it might l^ad to 
iajurious imputations. 

"If you don't go away, at once, Cousin Mark, I 
and Marlow must put you out of the house!" cried 
Amy, so cheerfully as almost to disarm his suspicion 
of her heavy-heartedness. And in a moment h^ was 
gone; leaving them to their weariness a^d their 
tears. 

The courteous reader, — the experienced reader, 
at all events , — will not need to be told that of the 
three solitary women , Marlow found herpejf that night 
the inost disconsolate. The digj^ities of the house- 
keeper's-room were in her person sorely oijtraged. 
For her, there was no palliative to the damp kitchen, 
"the gurl," he^ pjily assistant, the black be^tles, and 
the cracked crockery. — No illusions remained to the 
decayed waiting-maid to blind her to her privations 
and those of my lady; whereas Amy, in the w^kpi^ing 
fijrmpatMes natural to her age, tii^ c,oxx^dQv\sra»ssk ^\ 
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having an earnest protector in the incomparable 
Cousin Mark who had been the idol of her girl-dreams, 
could by no means give herself up to despair. — 
Even Lady Meadowes , deceived by the devoted zeal 
of her nephew, his manifest delight in their society 
and activity in their cause, was confirmed in her 
opinion — an error how natural, — that her child, 
was becoming the object of an attachment calculated 
to secure her happiness for life. Thus deceiving 
themselves, as all of us are prone to be de- 
ceived, they sank to sleep after their wearisome 
journey; thankful to Providence for their escape from 
the impertinence of the lady of the ringlets, and the 
importunities of her Celadon, Mr. A. A.: — and per- 
suaded that they discerned a break in the heavy clouds 
by which their destinies were overhung. 

As yet, however, Davenport had been unable to 
extort from .his mother an explicit promise concerning 
a renewal of intercourse with Lady Meadowes. The 
woman who had sacrificed her inclinations through 
life to the maintenance of family peace, was not likely 
to rush unguardedly into proceedings certain to ex- 
asperate her lord, and create an unhappy home for 
Hugh and Olivia. — They had stronger claims upon 
her than even her brother's widow. It was quite 
enough to have to confront just then Lord Davenport's 
sullen resentment of the conduct o^ laia younger son 
jh leaving the army. He \ia.aL ioxVi^^en "^«t^\Mi '*^ 
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house. He had forbidden Lady Davenport to com- 
mnnicate with him. He would fain have forbidden 
Hugh. But he knew from former experience that it 
^as useless. 

With his usual perversity, however, Mark Daven- 
port had himself effected what his father's prohibitions 
vould have failed to accomplish. When he found 
lis brother seconding Lord Davenport's projects for 
his advancement, and strongly recommending his ac- 
ceptance of the aide-de-campship , he chose to take in 
dudgeon the interference of Hugh, and express his 
sentiments in terms the most ungracious. 

A coolness naturally ensued. But it was the com- 
mencement of a busy session, and Hugh Davenport 
«ras too fully occupied by a tedious committee, which 
idded a long legislative morning to a long legislative 
light, to have leisure for grieving over the interrup- 
ion of fraternal intercourse arising from the turbulent 
pirit of his brother. 

"I wish, dear mother," said he one day to Lady 
Davenport, "you would ask my father's permission to 
nvite young Eustace here, with his father and mother, 
rhose names I see on your dinner list for Saturday 
lext." 

"Willingly, — for we have two places vacant. But 
; fancied you disliked that young man?" 

"I am not particularly foui of ^se^ ot ^3m^ 
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"Nor I," thought Lady Davenport} and $he sighed 
when she recalled to mind her former moti^e^ % c\il- 
tivating th^ a^cju^iataftce. 

"It was Marcus, however, not myself, of vhom 
William Eustace was always, t^e pet aversion. It 
was Mark who gave l^im at Oxfor4 the name of 
Toung Vapid." 

"Your brother's antipathies are often capricious 
and unreasonable. — But I have heaxd Gvm yW) 
Hugh, describe Mr. Eustace as a languid fastidiot^ 
dandy." 

"And so he used to be. ?ut I guspect he j^fiected 
the character as characters are qfte^ t^en up by 
young men thrust too early into society ,j to disguise 
their shyness and malaiseJ'^ 

"From the little I have seen of Mr. Eu9.ta^e, I 
should ha,ve attributed his fastidious airs to ^elf-CQli- 
ceit, rather than mauvaise honte.^'' 1 

"So do most people. Public opinion is i^gaiHst 
h^m. But X shall be surprised if the wind do not 
eventually turn in his favour. — He has com,e out an 
altered man this year. The leopard has changed his 
spots, and the Ethiopian his skin. Egregious studs 
and frilled shirt-fronts have disappeared; and he looks 
like an English gentleman." 

"That is something^" said Lady Davenport, 

"-A-ff an indication, it is m,ucli\ and I sincerely be- 
Jiere the moral reform to be coTxe«^o\A«oX., ^>x^\aR^ 
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made a capital speech the other night All the clubs 
are talking of it; and as we happen to sit on the 
same side of the House, I am of cotirse interested in 
his triumph." 

"Tour sudden conversion in his favour, then, is a 
mere question of political partisanship!" said Lady- 
Davenport almost reproachfully. 

"Nothing half so respectable," replied her son, 
with a smile. "It is a question of personal vanity. 
Snstace has lately made advances to me that I can 
scarcely understand. He has nothing to gain hj my 
friendship; and must entertain of me a far higher opi- 
nion than I deserve. He manages to hook himself to 
my arm from Pall Mall to the House, or from the 
House to our club. And I am not sufficiently rich, 
mother, in personal friendships, to be callous to the 
attentions of those who condescend to single me 
out." 

"And if you were so, dearest Hugh, your mother 
must ever recognise so great a proof of discernment," 
said Lady Davenport warmly; touched by the sincerity 
and simplicity of his avowals. 

A fortnal card of invitation was accordingly written 
and despatched. No fear thit the son of a great landed 
proprietor and thorough-going Tory, like Sir Henry 
Eustace, would prove an unwelcome guest to the lord 
ofllford Castle, 
^o^ress and Prejudice, I. ^ 
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The result of this dinner-party was, that Lady 
Davenport fully concurred in the opinions concerning 
Young Vapid expressed by her son. She would have 
been a little amazed probably had she known that, in 
order to accept her gracious invitation, Mr. Eustace 
had thrown over the most fashionable of duchesses, 
one of the golden idols of his earlier worship. — But 
she was pleased by his endeavours to meet the spirit 
and level of one of those intolerable dinner-parties 
composed of dunny, prosy, petty -minded people of 
established position, whom other people of established 
position are compelled to invite in London, because 
they have the misfortune to live near them in the 
country. — Hard fate! to be forced to swallow a 
russeting, in a garden where golden pippins hang 
triumphantly on every bough. 

But most of all, she admired the tact with which 
Mr. Eustace appeared to turn the deaf ear becoming a 
respectful son, while Lady Louisa held forth, in her 
usual peremptory tone concerning books she did not 
understand, and political measures she could not ap- 
preciate; or Sir Henry, squeaking out his unmeaning 
rhapsodies about Mendelssohn; — looking all the while 
like the Homunculus which the antique artist; intro- 
duced into a cameo as m!^asuring the thumb of i co- 
lossal statue, to demonstrate its greatness. To an in- 
telligent mind like that of .young Eustace^ this exhi- 
bition of family folly must T;iav^ \i«i^ia. Vsttaa^^u ^^ 
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le bore it with a countenance as unflinching as the 
Spartan's, whom the fox was gnawing under his 
doak. 

"If Mark were here, he might take a lesson much 
to his advantage," glanced through the mind of Lady 
Davenport. And the thought that he was absent from 
liis father's board, and long likely to remain so, cast 
a sudden gloom over her countenance. 

It brightened, however, when on adjourning to the 
drawing-room after that long, weary dinner, Olivia 
went the round of presentation to her female friends; 
and ste saw how even those lukewarm judges were 
struck by the sight of her beauty. It needed not the 
admiration of others to apprise the fond mother of the 
native grace investing even her shyness with a pecu- 
liar charm. — But she was delighted to see her en- 
counter, with perfect self-possession, the ordeal of 
being complimented to her face by a half-doting dow- 
ager, and loftily interrogated touching her studies 
and pursuits by Lady Louisa Eustace, with the air of 
a doctor of divinity catechising a Sunday-school. 

Olivia was still seated by this education- crazed 
lady, when Mr. Eustace, who made his appearance as 
punctually as the cofl'ee tray, approached the sofa 
where Lady Davenport was listening with the good- 
breeding able to disguise the most perfect absence of 
mind, to the dowager's blundering description of a 
£ower show of the preceding day. 4|i| 
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^'Your ladyship ^s daughter, I presome?'^ said he, 
glancing towards the poor girl, who was flnlteiing in 
the talons of his intellectual mamma, like a dore in 
those of a hawk; adding, less audibly -*- "ft most 
singular likeness! — I should buve known her any- 
where as a relation." 

Lady Davenport, fancying he alluded to herself, 
pitied his deficiency of perception. How was she to 
conjecture that he was comparing the ingenuous coun- 
'tenance of Olivia with that of her cousin Amy. He did 
not, however, follow up his indiscreet remark, by re- 
questing a presentation to the young lady whose mus- 
lin frock and unadorned braids annouucedher as ''not 
out": — perhaps because unwilling to undertake the 
task of reviving a victim who had been talked dead 
by his lady-mother. He endeavoured more sagely to 
recommend himself to Lady Davenport, by relieving 
her from the necessity of replying to questions put by 
the dowager, much after the style of those addressed 
by "correspondents" to weekly newspapers; assuring 
her that the Duchess of Kent had never been Duke of 
Cornwall, — and that the FrdschUtz was not the last 
opera of Eossini. 

He had his reward. — When, on the old lad/s 
carriage being announced, he offered his arm to eon- 
duct her to it, after which, he was to give a lift to 
Hugh Davenport in his brougham to be in time for a 
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diviaion, Ids hostess t while receiving his parting bow, 
expressed a wish to see him again. 

"If you will come some morning, Mr. Eustace," 
said she, "I dhall be delighted to show you the herbal 
I was mentioning just now to Lady Dundrum, collect-: 
ed by my son Marcus in the Himalaya." 

On overhearing the invitation, Hugh Davenport 
was of opinion, that his dear mother was nearly as 
snseeptible as himself to the flattery and improved de- 
portment of William Eustace. He would have been 
still more amused could he have heard his father, 
when the party broke up , observe with much solemnity 
to Lady Davenport, "a very promising young man, 
Mr. Eustace, to be the son of that old Tweedle-dum, 
Sir Henry, and that dictionary -in -petticoats. Lady 
Louisa. — Some very remarkable proofs he related to 
me of the superior advantage of sowing, in low-lying 
pastures, the Festuca heterophyla, instead of Dactylis 
ghmerata or Air a ccespitosa^ so much recommended by 
our Northern Agricultural Society. — He tells me too, 
that, at Homdean Court, last winter, Matson's purple- 
top Swedes , of which I have always thought so meanly, 
proved a ^ead failure ! " 

If that dear Duchess, to whom William Eustace 

was just then repairing at the opera, after giving 

Hugh Davenport the slip at the House of Commons, 

could but have heard him talking turnips and artificial 

grasses with an iii-conditioned old laui^A. ^xo^Tva^^"^^ 
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Above all, if she could have imagined that 
in the attempt was to ingratiate himself with i 
relations of an insignificant country girl, — 
his hand and heart had been already ign< 
rejected I — 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Lady Meadowes would not have been induced to 
renounce so readily her plans of provincial retirement, 
even by the earnest persuasions of her nephew, had 
be not afforded hopes, amounting almost to certainty, 
3f a reunion with her brother. 

He had not indeed been perfectly frank with her: 
Por men in love conceive themselves privileged to as- 
sume a vizard. — He had not courage to avow that 
be was actually acquainted with Hargood: fancying 
that his aunt would infer the covert motive of all his 
advances; an act of ingenuity of which that single- 
minded woman was about as capable as, by ruminating 
on her sofa, to discover the north-west passage. — He 
promised , however, to leave no means untried to bring 
:ogether the brother and sister. 

Now that they were installed in the environs of 
London , a thousand coincidences seemed to suggest 
ielay. Hargood must not find him established as the 
'uardian angel of his sister and niece, till some act 
3f conciliation had been vouchsafed by his parents. 
The unbending spirit of the clear-sighted man would 
erceive the indelicacy of iheir leVa^AN^ 'gQ^^^'&a| 
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and, sternly ejected, Battersea would fail to afford Hm 
a single step towards Soho. — To engage his mother 
to meet his wishes, was at present impossible. His own 
wilfulness had created too powerful a barrier betwixt 
himself and home. 

All he could do was to trust, as too many of us 
trust, to the chapter of accidents: a confidence which 
utterly depreciates the value of duty and principle. — 
It was passing pleasant, however, to be welcomed 
every morning , — those bright spring mornings , when 
the vivifying influence of purer air and renovated 
vegetation seemed to put new life into his vein3, — 
by the grateful mother and lovely, loving girl, who 
evidently regarded him as a guardian imgel sent to 
guide them out of the land of Egypt. 

Though as yet no Hargood was brought to light, 
their time had not been lost Benefited by change 
of air, Lady Meadowes was daily gaining strength. 
The necessity for exertion endowed her with the 
power. — As to Amy, though hep cheek needed, from 
the first no accession of bloom, never had her eyes 
beamed so radiantly as when rewarded by hi^r cousin's 
encomiums for the diligent use of her pencil during 
his absence, or the assiduous use of her needle in his 
behalf. — A portfolio bearing his cypher coAtributed 
by Amy, a railway bag artisti^Uy braided by heir 
mother, proved to him that, absent or present, he was 
ever in their thoughts. JSe saw that the sordid economy 
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imposed upon them had ceased to be irksome, when, 
they noticed his perfect indifference to the luxuries 
of life. Cousin Mark haying once quoted as an axiom 
of true philosophy that "half the ills we complain of, 
arise from wounded vanity," Amy adopted the virtue 
of rising superior to their lot; and ceased to repine 
after the halls and fields of Meadowes Court. 

Blind, — wilfully blind, perhaps, — to the decorum 
of the case. Lady Meadowes could not deny her daugh- • 
ter the enjoyment of those early walks with her cousin, 
which were to render Amy acquainted with the beauties 
of the neighbourhood; the shrubby heights of Wands- 
worth , — the terraced banks of the Thames. — Some- 
times, he took her on the water. Mark was a capital 
oarsman ; and a glowing summer rendered the river 
breezes a delicious refreshment. It was there he re- 
ceived from her, in his turn, his first lessons in Italian. 
It was there he rehearsed to her, by way of repay- 
ment, the stirring lyrics of Macaulay, or charmed her 
ear with the magic rhythm of Edgar Poe. 

In the confiding self-surrender with which she hung 
upon his accents, spontaneously and unconsciously 
adopting his sentiments and opinions, he fancied he 
could recognise the influence of what the French call 
la force du sang, — She loved him nearly as well as 
Olivia. A cousin resembled a sister then, still more 
closely than h^ had supposed! — Would the time ever 
come, he wondered ^ when Amy' a (iourai'^QviJAiX^^^b^si^ 
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to the party; wandering with them among the ferny 
paths of Putney Heath, or listening to the dipping oars 
and the even-song of the blackbirds, in the green 
depths of the Twickenham meadows? 

Amy, at least, needed no third person to perfect 
her happiness ! Though they sometimes discoursed of a 
remote time, in that or some future summer, when 
Lady Meadowes was to be strong enough for a drive, 
or row, or even stroll, under the Kichmond lime-trees, 
neither of them seemed in haste for a change. The 
deep family mourning which rendered their seclusion 
and retirement a matter of necessity, served to reconcile 
them to the monotonous sameness of their days. 

Had the more cautious judgment of the Kector of 
Radensford, or his gruff colleague, been exercised 
upon the state of the case, Lady Meadowes would per- 
haps have been accused of rashness, in her unreserved 
adoption of her nephew's supremacy in her house. But 
their interference was limited to the control of her 
pecuniary affairs. They had, already invested her small 
personalty of «^900. They were to receive quarterly, 
and pay down to her, her jointure; but by Sir Mark's 
will, she was left sole guardian of her daughter. And 
even had it been otherwise, what pretence could they 
have found for denouncing an intimacy, likely to place 
their ward in the honourable position of daughter-in- 
hw to the highly-allied Bistex oi\iet U^^x*^ — 
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The lady of the forlorn ringlets had in fact ac- 
counted to her patron Dr. Bnrnabj, for the premature 
departure of her lodgers, bj announcing an approach- 
ing marriage. 

On his first visit to Clifton, he was assured that 
**his hinteresting prottijay was about to be led to the 
Hymnminnial haltar by the Honourable Captain Daven- 
port; leastwise it was to be 'oped so, — for there was 
hevery happearance pf a hengagement." And when the 
vindictive lady endeavoured to avenge by this malicious 
insinuation the slights inflicted on the independent 
gentleman whom Captain Davenport had threatened, 
to kick into a limbo often named in vulgar parlance, 
though unknown to ancient or modern geographers, — 
"the middle of next week," — the good old doctor 
accepted the announcement in its pleasantest sense; 
and wrote immediately to offer his hearty congratula- 
tions to the mother of his "hinteresting prottijay." 

The letter startled her. But, however little she 
knew of the world. Lady Meadowes was aware that, 
in nine instances out of ten, such reports attend the 
commencement of every intimacy likely to end in 
courtship and marriage; and, prematurely promulgated, 
often lead to their termination. — She contented her- 
self, therefore, with vaguely replying that "there was 
no probability of her losing her dear child so sqqtl ca 
her kind friend seemed to antic\^«Afe^^ ^lA^^iW?^** 
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committed liis letter to the flames, hoped that the Bub- 
ject was disposed o£ 

But the knowledge that others placed the same 
interpretation as herself on the devoted attentions of 
her nephew, did not tend to decrease her interest in 
his lively and vari^ conversation; her pride in his 
manly frankness; and more than all, her delight in 
the cordial looks of those expressive hazel eyes, dif- 
fusing what appeared a light from other days. There 
were moments when she could no longer refuse herself 
the indulgence of calling him "Mark." — There were 
moments when she could even scarcely refrain from 
addressing him as her son. 

One day when, dusty and tired, Mark Davenport 
arrived at hiB lodgings, after spending a pleasant June 
morning at Battersea, — partly in his favourite occu- 
pation of sketching from nature with Amy, when the 
emulation excited between them served as a stimulant 
to both, — partly in reading aloud to Lady Meadowes, 
Fortune'? descriptions of Oriental scenery, to which 
his own experience enabled him to append xmnum- 
bered valuable comments, — he found his brother 
Hugh waiting for him, newspaper in hand, in his easy- 
chair. 

They had not met for weeks; and Hark was pre- 
pared when they did meet, to testify the most magna- 
nimous resentment. But the msji mu^t have possessed 
a colder heart than bis, wTao cQ\iidk.^iWf^ ^^'«ssx&^'^^ 
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ixtended liand and winning smile of tHe attached 
jrother who started up to greet him, as though 
istrangement between them were out of the question. 

Both longed to saj *' forgive me." Both longed to 
ay "I was wrong." Though in truth, blame was at- 
achablc only to the less repentant of the two. 

"I could not stay away any longer," Hugh was 
he first to observe. "I have been wanting to come 
his long time. — I have many things, my dear bro- 
her, to say to you." 

"Say on, then," said Mark, after refreshing himself 
dth a glass of Seltzer- water, on pretence of weariness 
rem his walk, but in reality to appease the choking 
a his throat produced by his brother's generous affec- 
ion. "I am too tired by walking a dozen miles under 
. hot sun, to interrupt you." 

"In the first place, you must no longer delay a 
econciliation with my father. — I have promised 
liat — " 

"Nothing, I hope, which engages me to violate my 
iberty of conscience?" 

"Already, an interruption! No, Mark, your con- 
cience will surely admit that some concession is due 
a parent, even had he injured you, whose days are 
umbered in the land." 

"Come, cornel No humbug, my most plausible 
rotber. Don't attempt to get xouuSl xaa \si^ ^'SJ^S6fe^^ 
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tences. — I saw his lordship the other day, in the 
window at Arthur's, with a dozen years' life in his 
countenance." 

"Since then, he has been seriously attacked. Hol- 
land has a very indifferent opinion of him." 

"Not more than / have," added Mark, with a con- 
temptuous shrug. 

"This is no moment to speak of him with dis- 
respect," pleaded Hugh, gravely. "My word of honour 
should have some weight with you; and I pledge it, 
that, to my belief, my father has not a month to live. 
— My mother is in a dreadful state of mind. I left 
poor Olivia in tears." 

"It passes all patience!" muttered Mark, peevishly. 
"I verily believe that the greater the savage, the 
greater the affection wasted on him! — My poor mother 
fretting for the sufferings of a man who has rendered 
her life a prolonged martyrdom?" 

"The more reason that you should not increase 
her vexation by holding off, at a moment when 
my father ought to be surrounded by his whole 
family." 

"You seem "to forget, Hugh, that he farbad me the 
house," said Mark, a little disconcerted by all he was 
hearing. 

^'Forget it too, my dear brother. — I am certain 
It would give him pleasure to ^e^ 'SQ^3^.^^ 
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"Has lie said so?" 

"No, — for his nature is as obdurate as yonr own. 
But I found him yesterday — having suddenly entered 
my mother's dressing-room, of which he has taken 
possession since his illness, — standing in earnest 
contemplation of that fine view in Lahore, — one of 
the best things you ever did, — of which my mother 
is so proud. I could see by his face, as he turned to 
speak to me, that his heart was full of kindly feelings 
towards you." 

"Pho, pho! — He had been examining the her- 
bage in the foreground, and fancied he discovered a 
new grass! — " 

"Be serious, Mark; for serious, believe me is the 
case. — Walk back with me to Spring Gai-dens, and 
convince yourself." 

"/ walk anywhere, within the next four-and-twenty 
hours? — My dear fellow, if Solomon in all his glory 
were living across the way, I could not stumble over, 
to take a sight at him. — I am tired to death. — I 
was going to ring for my slippers." 

"As if a Hansom were not to be had," said his 
brother, almost angrily. Justly surmising, however, 
that Marcus would not yield without some pretence at 
resistance, as a compromise with his wounded self- 
love, he added — "At least, if you are at present too 
fatigued for the undertaking, "pxom^^ xaa^-aX.^^'^^^^ 
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come in a day or two, — perhaps to-morrow. Or, if you 
don^t choose to risk an interriew, come to the door, 
and inquire after his health. It would gratify him. 
He is sadly weak — sadly pulled down." 

"To gratify km^ I would not stir a step," retorted 
Mark. "But if it would afford the slightest pleasure 
to my mother — " 

"The very greatest. She is miserable at your 
•absence; and dear little Olivia does nothing but fret I 
after you." 

"I wish I could think so. — *^ I often fancy not a 
soul of them would care if I were bangedl" said 
Mark, in a hoarse voice. 

"You fancy nothing of the kind. You know 
we all love you dearly, though it is sowing seed 
on a barren rock," rejoined Hugh, with much emo- 
tion. 

"I shouldn't be at all surp'rised," saidi Mark, 
abruptly, "if this illness of the governor's resulted 
from the downfall of Protection!" — He was evidently 
determined jiot to be touched. 

"Holland is of opinion that his first paralytic 
seizure was caused by mental anxiety." 

"I told you so! — Wheat stt forty*two shillings a 
quarter! ■— " 

"May not the ingratitude of a favourite so^ have 
had some share in his worries?" said Hugh, vexed 
bjr Ms pertinacity. 
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"If worries were mortal," rejoined his brother, — 
pointing to the writing-table, on which lay a pile of 
papers, exhibiting a vile plaid- work of blue and red 
Lines in intersecting columns, headed by an important 
emblazonment of Eoyal or Serene armorial bearings, 
— unmistakeably bills, -^ "I might order my cof- 
in, and make an end on't. — But come!" cried 
le, suddenly starting up, — "If this odious step 
s to be taken," as Macbeth says, "'if it were done, 
t were well it were done quickly.' — That bottle of 
Selteer-water has done me worlds of good. — Let 
IS be off, Hugh. — We can pick up a Hansom in 
Pall Mall." 

His brother was too wise to exhibit either surprise 
)r exultation at the move. He had long been ac- 
justomed to accept his brother as he could get him; 
ind he accordingly talked all the way down-stairs 
md into Pall Mall, of the telegraphic news from 
?aris, in the evening papers; — anything rather than 
he subject uppermost in their hearts. 

The interview between the stubborn father and 
tubbom son was, at last, all but impossible to ac- 
;omplish. Poor Hugh had to undertake in Spring 
wardens the same hard work, using the same levers 
nd pulleys he had abready brought into action. But 
be end of it was that Mark stayed to dinner in New 
Itreet; not a little shocked to find th«A. Lcsti. "^w^ss^r 

Progress and Pr^'ndice* *^^ 
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port was far too seriously affected to appear at 
table. 

He was repaid for the concession by the heartfelt 
joy of his brother and sister. Not that their tears 
were altogether stanched by his presence. But there 
was more comfort for them, now that this, their bro- 
ther, who was lost, was restored. 

After dinner. Lord Davenport appeared in the 
drawing-room; — and it seemed strange to find him 
' established there in his novel character of an in- 
valid. But even when reclining feebly in an easy- 
chair, the acerbity of his nature was perceptible 
through the languid movement and tremulous voice. 

— Though gratified by his son's return, he could 
not for the life and soul of him refrain from 
his usual taunts. — He informed Marcus that poor 
Olivia had gone back sadly lately in her draw- 
ing, -r- as well she might: — that he had been 
forced to sell his bay colt by Jason, — since no 
longer wanted for a charger, — more was the pity, 

— where was the use of keeping it, to eat its 
head off? 

On finding the rebel remain silent, — for Marcus, 
painfully impressed by the dispensation which had 
overtaken the hard old man, answered never a word, 

— he became as angry with his son's submission as 
evei' be bad been with hiB aftft\mv^\.\Qiti». 
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"What tlie devil! — Hadn't lie a word to say 
for himself? — Evidently didn't care a straw for 
anything that happened within the pale of his own 
family." 

"Answer him, — no matter what," whispered 
Hugh, under cover of the tea-tray, which was at that 
moment passing round. "We are ordered carefully 
to avoid the slightest exasperation." . 

Marcus accordingly inquired the name of the 
purchaser of the bay colt; and threatened to bring 
up Olivia's halting proficiency by a severe course of 
lessons. 

"You will find Miss Olivia requires putting down, 
instead of bringing up," — said the old despot, with 
a grim smile, which appeared peculiarly hideous on 
his ghastly face. "Your sister has had her flatterers, 
lately, though your compliments have been wanting. 
We have made a pleasant acquaintance , Mark, 
during your absence. — Shall I tell him. Lady Da- 
venport?" 

"Mark is well acquainted with Mr, Eustace," 
stammered her ladyship, remembering with dismay 
her son's antipathy to the individual who, till the mo- 
ment of Lord Davenport's illness, had perseveringly 
frequented the house. 

"Aj, but he never saw him io. liU \l<5w <sk^r 



308 PROGRESS 1 

racter of Sir Charles Grandison," added the old 
lord , whom the completion of his family circle 
rendered, for him^ almost jocular. "Capital phea- 
sant shooting at Homdean Court, Mark! — Four 
or five years hence," he continued, lowering his 
voice as if to be unheard by his daughter, "young 
Eustace might suit you very well as a brother-in- 
law." 

"Suit mel — As a brother^m-law?" cried Mark, no 
longer able to master his temper. — "A pitiful fellow, 
without moral pith or marrow, — a snob only fit to 
dance attendance on dowagers — !" 

"My dear Mark, you have mistaken your man," 
interposed Hugh, who discerned by the swelling veins 
in his fathers forehead, that the mercury of his ire 
was rising. — " You are talking of the Billy Eustace 
of last year. The Eustace who visits here, belongs 
to another species." 

"The transformation must be very recent, then. 
Not six months ago, he was refused as an empty 
coxcomb by the daughter of Lady Meadowes." n 

"By whose daughter?" — muttered Lord Daven- 
port, almost inarticulately. 

"My late uncle's, — Amy Meadowes.'* 

"You mean to say that Mr. Eustace actually 
offered his hand to the offspring of — of that gOfsrer- 
nesB-woman? — " 
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"To his credit be it spoken, lie did." 

"Ay, ay! — Plain enough — plain enough!" 
rejoined the old man, panting for breath, — "Mea^ 
dowes Court and two or three thousand a-year cover 
a multitude of sins." 

"You labour under a complete mistake, my dear 
father," cried Mark. — "Amy Meadowes has not 
a shilling. — The whole property has devolved upon 
the heir-at-law, the present baronet, Sir Jervis 
Meadowes." 

"Thank God!" was the vindictive rejoinder of his 
lordship — losing sight, in this unexpected triumph, 
of the slight offered to Olivia. "So should all such 
shameful matches be punished!" 

"You would scarcely say so, my lord, if you 
were acquainted with my Cousin Amy and her mother," 
persisted Mark, in spite of the interdictory gestures 
by which his mother and brother were endeavouring 
to stop his indiscreet communications: — "Two more 
amiable, — more charming women never lived: — 
Worlds too good for an empty impostor like William 
Eustace!" 

"You know them, then. Sir?" inquired Lord Daven- 
port, in a low tremulous voice. 

"Intimately. -^ I left ihem only a few hours ago." 

"Being aware that, through life, I have interdicted 
all intercouTBe between them dxA m^ i^^"^^ 
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"Having heard* so from vague rumour, — from your 
servants, — from country gossips. From yourself, 
I never heard mention of their name: except that you 
have once or twice, when angry, accused me of being 
a thorough Meadowes." 

"And so you are, — and so you are, — so, by 
God Almighty, you are!" cried the old man, almost 
in a state of frenzy — " To harp on the quibble that 
I never expressly forbad you to consort with these 
low baggages; — when you knoio, — when — when — " 
A frightful execration closed the sentence he was 
unable rationally to terminate. 

It was the last articulate word uttered in this world 
by Lord Davenport. — A few minutes afterwards, he 
was borne insensible into his room, and laid on the bed 
from which he was never to rise again. — Apothecaries, 
instantly summoned, came in haste; and physicians, at 
leisure. In vain! — Cupping and leeching could not 
supersede the will of Heaven. They did not even 
serve to torment the palsy-stricken man, — so heavy 
upon him lay the hand of death. 

Next day, all was over. The window-shutters in 

New Street were reverentially closed; and the answer 

at the door to inquiring visitors was, that "My Lady 

and Miss Davenport was very poorly; and LordDaven- 

port as well as could be expecl^i*^ 



AND FBEJUDICE. 311 

Let US hope for the credit of the decorous-looking 
family butler, bj whom the solemn phrase was so often 
repeated, that it was the present peer to whose present 
state he made allusion. 
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